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Dramatis | POOR. 


K Henry the Rath 
| Henry, Prince 0 Wales, 
your, Prince of e 8 Sons Fe the Ki. 
e 
| Northumberland, Ti 
Hot-ſpur, 08 | 
Mortimer, | — 
Archbiſhop of York, Enemies to the King, 
Dowglas, VVV 
Owen Gientiower, © | 
Lin Richard Vernon, | 
eo Se OO 
Weſtmorland, „ OREN 
Sir Walter an, 6 of the King's Party 
NA John F. po 
Fons, | 
Gads mill, 
eis, 


f Bardolph, 


0 ompanions of Falſtaff. 
b mer Ki 
Lady „ Wife to Hot ſpur. 
Lady Mortimer, Daughter to Glendower, and It: 77 55 
Mortimer. 


Hoſteſs. 


Serif. Fintner, C Seder fide Drawers, tabo E arriers, 
7 avellers,, and Attendants. | 


SCENE, ENGLAND. 
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| SCENE, LONDON. 
Fer King Henry, Lord John of Lancafter, Earl of Wet 


morland, and others. 


Ye King HENRY. 

fe to * | N 

90 ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with Care, 

2 Find we a Time for {righted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded Accents of new 
5 3 * 

To be commenc'd in Stronds afar remote. 

d more the thirſty Entrance of this Soil — 

all damp her Lips with her own Children's Blocd : 

d more ſhall trenching War channel her Fields, 

Ir bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoots 

hoſtile Paces. "Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 

luck like tke Meteors of a troubled Heav'n, 

of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 

lately meet in the inteſtine Shock 

d furious Cloſe of Civil Butchery, 

ul now in mutual well-beſeeming Ranks - 

rh all one Way, and be no more oppo d 

unit Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies: 
E | 3 | 
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Fax he that brought it, in the very Heat 


4 The Firſt Part of 

The E age. of. War, like anall-fheathed. Knife, 

No more ſhall cut his Mafter. Therefore, Friends, 
As far as to the Sepulchre of Chr iſt, 

{Whoſe Soldier now, under whoſe Bleſſed Croſs 
We are impreſſed, and engag d to fight) 

Forthwith a Power of Eng7/9 ſhall we levy ; 


| Whoſe Arms. were moulded! in their Mother's Womb, 


To chace theſe Pagans, in thoſe holy Fields, 


Over whoie Acres walk'd thoſe biefſed Feet 


Which, fourteen hundred Years ago, were nail'd 


For our Advantage on the bitter Croſs, 


But this our Purpoſe 1 is a Twelvementh old, 

And bootleis tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me ncar, 
Of you my gentle Couſin Neſimorland, 


What yeſternight our Sonne did decree, 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. 


Wet. My Liege, this Haſte was hot in queſtion, 
And many Limits of the Charge ſet down 
But yeſternight ; when all athwart there came 


A Poſt from ates, loaden with heavy News; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the Men of Heręfordſbire to fight 


Againſt th' irregular and wild Glendower, 


Was by the rude Hands of that Veſſoman taken ; 


A thouſand of his People butchered, 


Upon whoſe dead Corpſe there was ſuch Miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, 


ſhameleſs Transformation, 
By thoſe Velſbæauomen done, as may not be 
Without much Shame, be told or ſpoken of. 

K. Henry. It ſeems then that the 'Tidings of this Brol 


| Brake of our Buſineſs for the Holy Land. 


Meſt. This, match dwithother- like, my gracious Lon 


Far more uneven and unwelcome News 


Came from the North, and thus it did report 


On Holy-rood Day, the gallant Hot. pur there 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald 


That ever valiant and approved Sc 


5 tiene « Bil-md ne how. ©-- 


As by Diſcharge of their Artillerr 
And ſhape of likelihood, the News was told; 
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1 pride of their Contention, did take Hort, 
acertain of the Iſſue any way. . 
K. Henry, Hear is a dear and true induſtrious Priend- 


Valter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſe, 

id with the Varation of each Soil, 

irt that Holmcdon, and this Seat of ours : 

Wd he hath brought us ſmocth and welcome News, 
1 hne Earl of Dozwelas is diſcomſited, | 
Nen thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
kd in their own Blood did Sir Walter fee | 
Dn Holmedon's Plains. Of Priſoners, Hol- gur took 
W.1dzke the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt Son 

Jo beaten Dowglas, and the Earls of 4241, 

Di Mury, Angus, and Menticth, © 

Ind is not this an honourable Spoil 7 

gallant Prize? ha, Couſin, is it not? 8 
leg. In faith, a Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 
K. Henry, Vea, there thou mak ſt me ſad, and mak 
1 me ſin, | 5 | | 

p Envy, that my Lord. Northumberland” 

Would be the Father of ſo bleſt a Son: 

on, who is the Theme of Honour's Tongue: 
mongſt a Grove, the very ſtraighteſt Plant, 

# ho is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride: 

Wilt Iby looking on the Praiſe of him, 

te Riot and Diſhonour Rain the Brow 

If my young Harry. O could it be prov'd 

at ſome Night-tripping Fairy had exchang'd 

þ Cradle Clothes, our Children where they lay, 

Ind call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet; 

ben would J have this Harry, and he mine. 

ut let I from my Thoughts. What think you Cor- 
j this young Percy's Pride? the Priſoners 

P hich he in this Adventure hath furpriz'd,.. 

0 his own Uſe he keeps, and ſend me Word 

[all have none but Mordate Earl of Fife. 


* 


alevolent to you in all Aſpects 

ch makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 

te Creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. _ 

N. Heng. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 


Aud A3. | And 


King Hexzxy IV. 2 


ef. This is his Uncle's teaching, this is Morceſtor, 
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. The . Firf Part of 


And for this Cauſe a while we muſt neglect 


Our holy Purpoſe to Feru/alem. and 
Couſin, on Nednueſaay next, our Council we the! 
WIII held at N indſor, ſo inform the Lords: W rofol 
But come yourſelf with Speed to us again ; y {ps 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, and { 
Than out of 11 5 can be utt tered, is th 
. 1 will, my liege tee flow 
SCENE II. 5 
Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John vs Wa 
Tal. Now Hal, what Time of Day is it, Lad! = Caitle 
P. Henry. "i hou art ſo fat-witted with dy zinking dl Dura 
Sack, and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and fey Fal 
upon Benches in the Afternoon, that thou haſt forgot | Quips 
to demand that truly which thou would'it truly u wich: 
What a Devil haſt thou · to do with the Time «ft P. J 
Day ? Unleis Hours were Cups of Sack, and {nut Þ Hoſtel 
Capons, and Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Di Tal. 
the Signs of Leaping-Houſes, and the bl eſſed Sun Tim 
ſelf a fair hot Wench in flame-colour'd Taffata. I. T. F 
no Reaſon why thou ſnould'ſt be ſo ſuperfluous, tod Tal. 
mand the Time of the Day. there. 
Tal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. Fe P. E 
that take Purſes, go by the Moon and Seven Stars, would! 
not by Phebus, he, that wandring Knight fo fair. 4 redit. 
I pray thee, Capes Wag, when "Thou art King— . 
God fave thy Grace, (Majeſty I ſhould ſay, for En ent, t. 
thou wilt have none.) Wweet V 
P. Henry. What! none? hen th 
Fal. No, by my Troth not ſo much as will eum eich the 
Prolouge to an Egg and Butter. ot thor 
P. Henry. Well, how then? Co:ne roundly, round P. He 
Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou art kit Tal. & 
let, not us that are Squires of the Night's Body, be ll P. He 
ns kieves of the Day's Beauty. Let us be Diars's For ll hay 
ters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Mo engma 
: aud let Men ſay, we be Men of good Government, bi! Fal. \ 
governed as the Sea is, by our noble and chatte Mi Hum 
the Moon, under whol Conntenance we——- teal. P, Her 
P. Henry. Thou fay'it well, and it holds well too L X 
the Fortune of us that are the Moon's Men, doth n hat! 
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al 


and flow like the Sea, being govern'd as the Sea is, by 
the Moon: As for Proof, now: A Purſe of Gold mot 
E reſolutely ſnatch'd on Monday Night, and moſt diſſolute- 
y ſpent on Tueſday Morning; got with ſwearing, /aid by; 
and ſpent with crying, 57g in: Now in as low an Ebb 
nas the Foot of the Ladder; and by and by in as high a 
Flow as the Tide of the Gallows. 5 


I Quips and thy Quiddities ; What a Plague have I to do 
with a Buffjerkin ? 


E Hoſteſs of the Tavern ? 
there. 


rent, that you art Heir Apparent 
weet Wag, ſhall there be Gallows ſtanding in England 
hen thou art King? And Reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, 


4 


King HENRY IV. 1 


Fal. By the Lord thou ſay'ſt true, Lad; and is not 


mine Hoſteſs of the Tavern a moſt ſweet Wench? 


p. Henry. As the Honey of Hib/a, my old Lad of the 


| Caſtle ; and is not a Bufſtjerkin a moſt ſweet Robe of 


Durance? 


Tal. How now, how now mad Wag what, in thy 


P. Henry. Why, what a Pox have I to do with thy 


Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a Reckoning many 


a Time and oft. | 


P. Henry. Did 1 ever call thee to pay thy Part? 
Fal. No, I'll give thee thy Due, thou hait paid all 


P. Henry, Yea and elſewhere, ſo far as my Coin 


(would ftretch, and where it would not I have us'd my 
Credit. . e e 


Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here appa- 
But I pr'ythee 


ich the ruſty Curb of old Father Antick, the Law ? Do 


pot thou when thou art a King, hang a Thief, 


P. Henry, No; thou ſhalt. 

Tal. Shall I? O rare! I'll be a brave ſudge. 

P. Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: I mean thou 
Tall have the hanging of Thieves, and ſo become a rare 

angman.-:. 4: | 81 „ 

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it jumps with 
by Humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you. 

P. Henry. For obtaining of Suits ? 5 

Fal. Lea, ſor obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang- 

in hath no lean Wardrobe. Sblood J am as melancholy 

a Gib-Cat, or a Lugg'd Bear. 

The : A4 b. n 


r * 


— 


z—— — — 3 — -# 
4 — - — q In — — e 
- Ne * 4 SE 3 . 22 —— 2 © x K 4 * * e TS * - 
1 N * . 1 82 2 A2 7 0 CAE * 2 1 7 3 a 28 Ph, + - 2.4 4 ay — Pi — — my 
— 1 @ Nn p SAIF ; 2 9 — Ye N 7 s ER 
L iv. *; PRI oy — 2 * N ä - ns eee —„— 1. 2 222 = 3 . - 
be : pry, s * ye — — 2 —— — rn: 00." 2 : 8 on _ — — ; | = 
ve, wa r =o \ " EE. * 8 yn en ng 9 DS: EE ES: — i 2 — 
r POT * een 2 2 r r 1 > PS wy , — —— * 8 1. 
— * - — "Eee 8 5 — _ e 3 — —— — is : 
— 5 "Wo 3 A ata * e — 8 — 
* as ber 2 . — — 


—— 


ar roy 


— —— 


_ EY IN _ 6: I 2 ee : 
K OSS — er, A : 4 2 * 
— — — . wy — 
ou — bat * — 
——— 3— gs ow 00 dig; Dh TS IS a : - 


— 


— — 


LE. 


ad 
— 


—— — 


— pea As 


— agony — — — 
— 


can 


* 


2 0 
+ * 
1 -—_ — — as 
— — — — 
— e * 
* ou » 4 . 
ERIE o_ T 


— 2 
— — 
— 


1 
1 1 
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Prince- 
Vanity; I would to God thou and I knew where 
Commodity of good Names were to be bought: 4 


able to corrupt a Saint. 
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P. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover's Lute. 
Fal, Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 
* Henry. What ſay'it thou to a Hare or the Melan 


; choly of Moor-dotch? 


Fat. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury Gilles, and art 
indeed the moſt comparative, raſcalleſt, ſweet young 
But Hal, I prithee trouble me no more wit 


old lord of the Council rated me the other Day in the 


Street about you, Sir; but I mark'd him not, and qu 


he talk*d very wiſely, and in the Street too. 
P. Hexry. Thou didſt well, for no Man regards it. 
Fak O, thou haſt damnable Iteration, and art indeed 
Thou haſt done much Harn 
unto me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I kney 
thee, Hal, I knew nothing, and now I am, if a Ma 


| ſhould ſpeak truly, little better than one of the Wicked, 
I muſt give over this Life, and I will give it over h) 


the Lord; an I do not, I am a Villain. Tl be damned 
for never a King's Son in Chriſtendom. 

P. Henry. W here {ball we take a Purſe To- morron, 
Jack: ? 

Fal. Where hon wie Lad, PH make one; an 1 & 
not, call me a Villain, and baffle me. | 

P. Henry. I ſee a good Amendment of Life in thee, 
from praying to Purſe-taking. 7 2 

Fal. Why Hal, tis my Vocation Hal. Tis no dn 
for a Man to labour in his Vocation. 


SCENE III. 


| Enter Pains. 

Poins. Naw ſhall we know if Gads-hill Ln ſet a Match, 
©, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit, what Hole in 
Hell were hot enough for him ? this is the moſt omnr 
potent Villain, that ever cry'd, ſtand, to a true Man. 

P. Henry. Good Morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good Morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays Men 
ſieur Remorſe ? what ſays Sir John Sack and Sugar! 
Fach] how agree the Devil and thou about thy Soul, 
that thou ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a Cup at 
. and a cold Capon's e 1 


P. Hen, 


4 an * * 


and he 


| goin : 


Tidin. 


= Po 
| E Lone, 


tu: 'e, 4 
| Fal 


p. Hinry. Sir Fobn ſtands to his Word, the Devil hall 


$i Proverbs ; He bill. give the Devil his Due. 
I 8 g 27 
with the Devil. 
Devil. | 


F YH by Four o' Clock early at Gads-h:}, there are Pilgrims 


going to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders 
the WW riding to London with fat Purſes. I. have Vizards for 
ju vou all, you have Horſes for yourſelves :' Gads-hill lies 


to Night in Rocheſter, I have beſpoke Supper To-morrow 
in Zaſt-cheap,; we may do it as ſecure as fleep : If you 
will go, I will ſtuff your Purſes full of Crowns; if you» 
will not, tarry at Home and be hang'd. | 
not, I'll hang you for going. 
Poins. You will, Chops? 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? Rn 
Pi. Heury. Who? I rob? I a Thief? not I, by my 
= Faith, | - 
Fal. There's neither Honeſty, Manhood, nor good 
E Fellowſhip in thee; thou cam'ſt not of the Blood-Royal, 
if thou dar'ſt not cry, ſtand, for Ten Shillings. 
P. Henry. Well then, once in my Days Fil be a Madcap. 
Tal. Why, that's well ſaid. . 
P. Henry. Well, come what will, Pll tarry at Home. 
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3 art King. FRE 
E. han let ĩ KTK 
PDeains. Sir Fohn, I prythee leave the Prince and me 
done, I will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for this Ad ven- 
Hatch. ture, that he ſhall _— 1 8 8 
Tole 11 i 74). Well, may'ſt thou have the Spirit of Perſuaſion, 
om Bi and he the Ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeakeſt 
Han. WF may move, and what he hears may be believed; that 
| the true rince may, for Recreation's Sake, prove a 


; Mon- 
Sugar! 
y Soul, 
Cup ot 


Hens: 


| Countenance, Farewell, you ſhall find me in Eaft-cheap. 
F. Henry. Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel all- 
own Summer. Exit. Fal. 
N A 5 Pius. Now 


have his Bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of 


Prins. Then art thou damm d for keeping thy Word 


p. Henry. Elſe he had been damm'd for cozening the: 


Fal. Hear ye Yeaward, if I tarry at Home, and go 


Lal. By the Lord I'll be a Traitor then, when thou 


| alle Thief; for the poor Abuſes of the Time want 
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10 The Firſt Part of 
Poins. Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with 
us To-morrow. I have a Jeſt to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone, Falfaff, Harvey, Raſſil, and Gad:-hil} 
ſhall rob theſe Men that we have already way-laid ; 
yourſelf and I will not be there; and when they have 
the Booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut | this 

Head from my Shoulders. 
P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſet- 


ting forth ? 


Poins. Why, we will ſet forth before orafter them, and 
appoint them a Place of Meeting, wherein it is at our 


_ Pleaſure to fail; and then will they Adventure upon the 


Exploit themſelves, which they ſhall have no ſooner at- 


chiev'd, but we'll ſet upon them. 


P. Henry. Ay, but "tis like they will es us by our 


_ Horſes, by our Habits, and by every other appointment, 


tio be ourſelves. 


Pons. Tut, our Horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'II tie 


them in the Wood; our Vizards we will change aſter 
We leave them; and Sirrah, I have Caſes of Buckram 


for the Nonce, to immask our noted outward Garments. 
P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 
Peins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as 

true-bred Cowards as ever turn'd Pack; and for the 

Third, if he fight longer than he fees Reaſon, I'II for- 


ſwear Arms. The Virtue of this Jeſt will be, the in— 
comprehenſible Lies that this ſame fat Rogue will tell us 


when we meet at Supper; how Thirty at leaſt he fought 


with, what Words, what Blows, what Extremities he 


endured ; and in the Reproof of this, lies the Jeſt, 
P. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee, provide us al! 
Things 1 neceſlary, and meet me To-morrow Night in 


Faſt-cheap, there Pl ſup. Farewell, 


Poins. Farewel, my Lord. 2: Sie Poins. 
P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd Humour of your Idleneſs; 
Yet herein will I imitate the Sun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 
To ſmother up his Beauty from the World; 


That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 


By breaking through the foul and ugly Miſs 
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| 197 Vapours that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
; | It all the Year were playing Holidays, 


| To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 

But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 
| And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents, 

So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the Debt I never promiſed; 

| how much better than my Word I am, 

By ſo much fhall I falſify Mens Hopes; 

And, like bright Metal on a ſullen Ground, 
bs Reformation glittering o'er my Fault 

* Shall ſnew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 
Than that which hath.no Soil to ſet it off, 

I'll fo offend, to make Offence a Skill, 


| Redeeming Time, when Men think leaſt I will. [Exit 


SCENE IV. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Were den; Hot- 
ſpur, Sir Walter Blunt, aud others. 
K. Hen, -y. My Blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Fer to ſtir at theſe Indignities; 
And you have found me; for accordingly 
You tread upon my Patience: But be ſure, 
Iwill from henceforth rather be myſelf, 
ER and to be feared, than my Condition, 


| Which hath been as Gnooth as Oyl, ſoft as young Down, 


| And therefore loſt that Title of Reſpect, 
| Which the proud Soul ne'er pays, but to the Proud. 


Mor. Our Houſe, my Sovereign Liege, little deſerves: 


| The Scourge of Greatneſs to be uſed on it, 
1 that ſame Greatneſs too, which. our own. Hands 


Have help'd to make ſo rey. 


North, My good Lord- 
K. Henry. Worceſter get thee gone, for I do ſee 
Fr wad Diſobedience in thine Eye. 
O Sir, your Preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
| And Majeſty, might never yet endure- 
| The moody Frontier of a ſervant Brow. 
You have good Leave to leave us. When we Se" 
| Your Uſe and: Counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 
[Exit ; Worceter: 
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12 Me Firſt Part of © 
North. Ves, my good Lord. 

"Thoſe Priſoners in your Highneſs' Name el | 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch Strength deny'd 

As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. 

Whoever through Envy or Miſpriſion, 

Was guilty of this Fault. not my Son. 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Priſoners. 

But I remember,. when the Fight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage and extream Toil. 
Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my Sword; 
Came there a certain Lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd : 
«6 Freſh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new. reap4 

« Shew'd like a ſtubble Land at Harveſt Home. 

„ He was perſum'd like a Milliner, _ 

And 'twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held | 

* A pouncet Box, which ever and anon 

He gave his Noſe; and took't away again; 
„Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Took it in Snuff. And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk d 

is. And as the Soldiers bare dead Bodies by, 

« He call'd them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 

« To bring a ſloyenly, unhandſome Coarſe 

«« Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility. 

« With many Holiday and Lady Terms 
. He queſtion'd me: among the reſt, demanded 

« My Priſoners, in your Majeſty's Behalf, N 
J, then all- ſmarting with my Wounds being cold, 

«.'To be fo peſter'd with a Popinjay, 

« Out of my Grief, and my Impatience, 

«. Artſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 

He ſhould or ſhould not.; for he made me mad, 
Ta ſee him ſhine fo brick, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
And talk ſo like a Waiting-gentlewoman, 
„Of Suns, and Drums, and Wounds; (God ſave « 

Marke!) 

And telling me, the ſoverai gneſt Thing on Earth 
„Was Parmacity for an inward Bruiſe ;. 

And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 

„This villainous Salt- petre ſhould be digg'd 

Out of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, 

« Which many a good, tall Fellow had _— 'd 
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% 80 cowardly: : And but for theſe vile Guns, 
« He would himſelf have been a Soldier. 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his, my Lord, 
Janſwer'd indireQly, as I ſaid; 
And J beſeech you, let not this Report 
Come current for an Accuſation, 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majeſty. | 

Blunt. The Circumſtance confider'd, good wy Lord, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid, 
To ſuch a Perſon, and in ſuch a Place, : 
At ſuch a Time, with all the reſt re-told, 
May reaſonably die and never riſe 
To do him wrong, or any Way impeach 
What then he ſaid, fo he unſay it now. 

K. Henry Why yet he doth deny his Priſoners, 
But with Froviſo and Exception, 
That we at our own Charge ſhall ranſome ſtraight 
His Brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer, 
Who, on my Soul, hath wilfully betray ed 
The Lives of thoſe, that he did lead to . 
Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendbæber; 
Whoſe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our Coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a Traitor Home? 
Shall we buy Treaſon, and bargain with Fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ?. 
No; on the barren Mountains let him ſtarve; 


For I ſhall never hold that Man my Friend, 


ve the. 


EN... 
dy 


| 5 


| Whoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one Penny coſt 
| To ranſom Home revolted Mortimer. 


Het. Revolted Mortimer? 


| He never did fall off, my Sovereign Liezs, 

| But by the Chance of War; to prove that true, 

| Needs no more but one Tongue, for all thoſe Wounds, 
| Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he woes 


When on the gentle Severus ſedgie Bank, 


In ſingle Oppoſition Hand to Hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an Hour 


In changing hardiment with great Glendower : | 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink, 
Upon Agreement, of ſwift Severr's Flood; 
Who INE with their bloody Looks, _ 
20 
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14 Me Firſt Part of 
Ran fearfully.among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his criſp'd Head in the hollow Bank, 
Blood-ſtain'd with theſe valiant Combatants, 
Never did baſe and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly Wounds; 
Nor ever could the noble Mortimer 
Receive ſo many and all willingly. : 
Then let him not be ſlander'd with Revolt. 
K. Henry. Thou doſt bel ie him, Percy, thou belieſ him; 

He never did encounter with G/endower z 
He durſt as well have met the Devil alone, 
As Owen Glendotber for an Enemy. 
Art not aſham'd ? but Sirrah, from this Hour 
Let me not hear you {peak of Mortimer. 
Send me your Priſoners with the ſpeedieſt Means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe you. Lord. Northumberland, 
We licence your Departure with your Son. 
Send us your Priſoners or you I hear of it. 
[Exit K. Henry, 
Hot. And if the Devil come and roar for them; 
I will not ſend them. I will after ftrait, _ 
And tell him.ſo.; for I will eaſe my Heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my Head. 
North. What, drunk with Choler ? ſtay and paule. 

a-while,, 
Here comes your Uncle. 
Enter Worceſter, 

Hor. Speak of Mortimer? 
Ves I will ſpeak of him, and let my Soul 
Want Mercy, if I do not join with him. 
In his Behalf, I'll empty all theſe Veins, 
And ſhed'my dear Blood Drop by Drop in Duſt, 
But I will lift the downfall'n Mortimer 

As high 1 'th* Air as this unthankful King, 

As this ingrate and cankred Bolinghroke. 


North... Brother, the King hath made your Nephew 


mad. I Worcelter. 
mor. Who ſtrook this Heat up after I was gone ? 
Hot. He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners : 
And when I urg'd the Ranſom once again 


Of my Wite's Brother, then his Cheek look'd PD, F 
nd. 


: By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 
| : And then it was, when the unhappy King 
From whence he intercepted did return 

3 | To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. | 
Mor. And for whoſe Death, ve in the World' wide 
3 ; irre ſcandaliz d, and foully ſpoken of. 


broclaim my Brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown ? 


And on my Face he turn'd an Eye of Death, 
Trembling ev'n at the Name of Mortimer. 
Mor. ] cannot blame him; was he not orockins d, 
North, He was: I heard the Proclamation ; 


| (Whoſe Wrongs in us God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his 7:4 Expedition; 


Mouth 


Hot. But oft, I pray you ; did King Richard then 


orth. He did; myſelf did hear it. | 
Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you ſet the Crown 
pon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his Sake wear the deteſted Blot 
Of murd'rous Subordinations ? ſhall it be, 
That you a World of Curſes undergo, 
| Being the Agents or baſe ſecond Means, 
| The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather? 
O pardon me, that I deſcend ſo low, _ | 
Jo ſhew the Line and the Predicament 
| Wherein you range under this ſubtle King. 
Shall it for Shame be ſpoken in theſe Days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in Time to come, 
That Men of your Nobility and Power 
Engag'd them both in an unjuſt Behalf; 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done,) 
To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely Roſe, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bolingb. ale ? 
And ſhall it in more Shame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fooll'd, diſcarded, and ſhook off 
Wy him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent ? 
No; yet Time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 
Brow baniſh'd Honours, and reſtore yourlelves 
3 the * good Thoughts of the World again. 
: Revenge' 
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Revenge the jeering and diſdain'd Contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies Day and Night 
To dnfwer all the Debt he owes unto you, 
E'n with the Bloody Payments of your Deaths : 
Therefore I fay ———— 

Mor. Peace, Couſin, ſay no more. 

And now I will unclaſp a Secret Book, 

And to your quick conveying Diſcontents, 

P'll read you Matter, deep and dangerous, 

As full of Peril and advent'rous Spirit, 


As to O'er- walk a Current roaring loud, 


On the unſtedfaſt footing of a Spear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good-night, or ſink or beim 
Send Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 

So Honour croſs it from the North to South ; 


And let them grapple. O] the Blood more ſtirs | 


To rouze a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. 
North. Imagination of ſome great Exploit 
Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience 

Hot. By Heav'n, methinks it were an eaſy Leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the Pale-fac'd IND, 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep, 
Where Fadom-line could never touch the Ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks; 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without co-riva), all her Dignities, | 
But out upon this half-fac'd Fellowſhip ! 

Mor. He apprehends a World of Figures here, 
But not the Form of what he ſhould attend. 
Good Couſin, give me Audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you Mercy. 

Mor. Thoſe ſame noble Scats 
 'That are your Priſoners 
Hot. I'll keep them all. 
By Heav'n, he ſhall not have a Scot of them: 
No, if a Scot would fave his Saul, he ſhall not, 
_ Pl keep them by this Haut. 
. You flart away, © -- 
And lend no Ear unto my Purpoſes,. 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep. 

Het. I will ; that's flat: | 
He ſaid, he would not ranſom Moartimen: 


Forbad 
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Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer : 
But I will find him when he lies afleep, 
And in his Ear P'll holla, Mortimer | 
Nay, I will have a Starling taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his Anger ſtill in motion. 
Mor. Hear you, Couſin, a Word. 
Het. All Studies here I ſolemnly defy, 
Save how to to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke : 
And that ſame Sword-and-buckler-Prince of Wales, 
But that I think his Father loves him not, 
And would be glad he met with ſome Miſchance,) 
I'd have him poiſoned with a Pot of Ale. . 
Mor. Farewel, my Kinſman; I will talk to you - 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 
North. Why what a Waſp-tongu'd and impatient Fool 
Art thou, to break into this Woman's Mood, 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own? _ 
Het. Why look you, I am whipt and ſcourg'd with 
KEE: . 
Nettled, and ſtung with Piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile Politician Be/ngbroke + | 
In Richard's Time hat do ye call the Place 
A Plague upon't it is in Glo'fterſhire on 
'Twas where the mad-cap Duke his Uncle kept. 
His Uncle Yer. where I firſt bowed my Knee 
Unto this King of Smiles, this Bo/ingbroke : 
When you and he came back from Ravenſprug. 
North. At Barkley Caſtle. N 
Hot. You ay ttüuüe? 
Why what a deal of gaudy Courteſy — 
This fawning Greyhound then did proffer me ! 
Look, when his Infant Fortune came to Age,. 
And gentle Harry Percy———and kind Coufin——— 
The Devil take ſuch Cozeners God forgive me 
Good Uncle tell your Tale, for I have done. ve 
Mor. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 
We'll ſtay your Leiſur ee. 
Hot. I have done i' faith. | | 
Mor. Then once more to your Scoti/h Prifoners. 
Deliver them without their Ranſom ſtrait, e 
nd make the Dozug/as's Son your only mean 


For 
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For Powers in Scotland? which for divers Reaſons 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſur'd 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 

_ Your Son in Scotland being thus employ'd, 

Shall ſecretly into the Boſom creep 

Of that fame noble Prelate, well-belov'd, 
< IE Archbiſhop. 

Hot. York, is't not? 

Hor. True, who bears hard 

His Brother's Death at Briſtol, the Lord Servo. 
I ſpeak not this in Eſtimation, 

As what I think might be, but what I kw, 
Is ruminated, plotted and ſet down, 

And only ſtays but to behold the Face 

Of that Occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it ; on my Life it will do well. 

North. Before the Game's a-foot, thou ſtill lett'ſt flip. 
Hot. It cannot chuſe but be a noble Plot, 

And then the Power of Scotland, and of rt 

To join with Mortimer; ha! | 
Wor. So they ſhall. 
Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aim 'd. 
Wor. And 'tis no little Reaſon bids us ſpeed 
To fave our Heads, by raiſing of a Head. 

Forbear ourſelves as even as we gan, 

The King will always think him in our Debt, 
And think we deem ourſelves unſatisfy d 
Till he hath found a Time to pay us home. 

And ſee already, how he doth begin 
To make us Strangers to his Looks of Love. 

| Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him: 
Mor. Couſin, farewel. No further go in this 

Than Iby Letters ſhall direct your Courſe ; 

When Time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 

I'Il ſteal to Glendower, and Lord Mortimer, 

Where you, and Dzwe/as, and our Powers at once. 
(As J will faſhion it) ſhall happily meet, 

To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong Arms, 
Which now we hold at much Uncertainty. 


| North. Farewel, good Brother, we ſhall thrive, I truſt. 


Hot. Uncle aan O let. the Hours be: ſhort, 


Till Fields, and Blows, and Groans applaud our _ 


, 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
An INN. 
Enter a Carrier 40675 a Lanthun in his Hand. 


1 Carrier. EIGH, : ho, an't be not Four by the 
Day I'll be hang'd. Charles's Wain is 


over the new Chimney, and yet our Horle not men's, 


What, Oſtler? 

O/z. Anon, anon. | 

1 Car. I pr'ythee Tor, beat Cutis Saddle, put a few 
Flocks in the Point : The poor Jade is wrung in the 
Withers, out of all ceſs. 

Fuer anther Carrier. 

2 Car. Peaſe and Beans are as wet and rotten here as 
a Dog, and that is the next way to give poor Jades the 
Bots: This Houſe is turn'd upſide down, ſince Robin 
Oſtler dy dt. 

1 Car. Poor Fellow never joy'd ſince the Price oe 
Oats roſe, it was the Death of him. | | 

2 Car. I think this be the moſt villainous Houſe i in 
all London Road for Fleas: I am ſtung like a Tench. _ 

Car. Like a Tench ? By th' Maſs there's ne'er a 


King in Chriſtendom could be better bit, than I have 


been ſince the firſt Cock. 
2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a inne and 

then we leak in your Chimney: And your Chamber- 

Lye breeds Fleas like a Loach. 
1 Car. What, Oſtler, come away, and be hang'd, 


come away. 


2 Car. I ; Ry 2 Gammon of Bacon, and two Razes 


of Ginger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-Croſs. 


1 Car, Odsbody, the Turkies in my Panniers are 


quite ſtarvd. What Offler ? A Plague on thee ; haſt 


thou never an Eye in thy Head? Canſt not hear? An 
'twere not as good a Deed as Drink, to break the Pate 
of 


bo: The Firſt Part of 


ef thee, Iam a very Villain. Come and be hang'd, 
| Has no Faith i in thee ? 1 5 

| Enter Gads: hill, | 

Gad. Good- morrow, Carriers. What's o' Clock? 
Car. 1 think it be TWO 0 Clock. 

Cad. I pr'ythee lend me thy Lanthorn, to ſee my 


6 3 Gelding i in the Stable. 


1 Car. Nay, ſoft I pray . I know a Trick worth 
two of that Yfaith. 

Gas. I pr'ythee lend me thine. 
2 Car. Ay, when? Can'it tell? Lend me thy Lan- 
Thorn quoth a! Marry Þ1l fee thee hang'd firſt, 
_ 'Gazs. Sirrah, Carrier, what Time do 235 mean to 


come to London? 
2 Car. Time enough to go to Bed with a Candle, I 


1 Warrant thee. Come, Neighbour Mugges, we'll call 


up the Gentlemen, they will — with Company, for 


_ have great Charge: : - [Exe. Carriers. 


SCENE II. 


Enter C Ber. 
Ga. What ho, Chamberlain? 


Cbamb. At hand, quoth Pick-purſe. 
Sade. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the 


Chamberlain ; for thou varieſt no more from picking _ 


of Purſes, than giving Direction doth from Labouring, 
Thou lay'ſt the Plot how. _ 

Cham. Good-morrow Maſter Gad. hill, it holds cur- 

rant that I told you Veſternight. There's a Frank(in in 
the wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred Marks 


with him i in Gold; I heard him tell it to one of his 
Company laſt Night at Supper; a kind of Auditor, one 


that hath abundance of Charge too, God knows what : 
They are up already, and call for Eggs and Butter 


They will away preſently. 


Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with ＋ Ot. Nichola? 


Clarks, III give thee this Neck. 
Chamb. No, I'll none of it: I pr'ythee keep that 


for the Hangman, for I know thou worſhipp'ſt St. N. 
chalas, as truly as a Man of Falſhood may. 


0 4 cant Word er the Devil, Old Nick, 


Gad;, 


Be 
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Cade. What tall thou to me of the Hangman 3 


I hang, I'll make a fat Pair of Gallows. For if I 
hang, "old Sir John hangs with me, and thou know'ſt 
he's no Starveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that 
thou dream'ſt not of, the which, for Sport-ſake, are con- 
tent to do the Profelon ſome Grace ; that would, 1f 


Matters ſhould be look'd into, for their own Credit 
ſake, make all whole. I am join'd with no Foot land- 
rakers, no long: ſtaff Six-penny-ſtrikers, none of thoſe 


mad Muſtachio-purple-hu'd-malt worms; but with No- 
bility and Tranquillity; Burgo maſters, and great“ One- 


evers, ſuch as can hold in, ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner 


than ſpeak; and ſpeak ſooner than drink, and drink 
ſooner than pray ; and yet I lye, for they Pray con- 


tinually unto their Saint the Common-wealth ; or ra- 
ther, not Pray to her, but Prey on her; for they ride 


up and down on her, and make her their Boots. 
Chamb. What, the Common-wealth their Boots ? 


Will. ſhe hold out Water in foul Way ? 


Gads. She will, ſhe will ; Juſtice hath liquor'd her. 


We ſteal, 1 in a Caſtle, cücle ite ; we have the Re- 


ceipt of Fe&tn-ſeed, we walk inviſible. 
Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden 
to the Night, than the Fern-ſeed, for your walking In- 


viſible. 


Gads. Give me thy Hand : Thou ſhalt have a Share 
in our Purchaſe, as I am a true Man. 


Thief. 


 Gads. Go to, Homo is a common Name to all Men. 


Bid the Oſtler bring my Gelding out of the Stable. 


Farewel, ye muddy Knave. 


SCENE III. 


De Highway. 
Euter Prince Henry, Poins and Peto. 


LE xeunt 


Pl Point. Come, ſhelter, ſhelter ; I have removed Fal. | 
faff's Horfe, and he frets like a | Hes Velvet. 


P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 


* Perhaps, Oneraries, Trustees or Comm 72 oners. Or cun- 
ang Men that look A. , and aim well, Metaph, | 
Enter 
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Enter Falſtaff 
Fal Pains, Poins, and be hang'd, Poins ! 


P. Henry, Peace ye fat-kidney'd Raſeal, what 2 


Ba wling doſt thou keep ? 
Fal. What, Poins? Hal. 


P. Henry. He is walk d up to the Top of the Hill, 


Pl go ſeek him. 
Fal. JI am accurſt to rol; in chat Thief's Company: 
The Raſcal hath remov'd my Horſe, and ty'd him 1 


know not where. If I travel but four Foot by the 


Square farther afoot, I ſhall break my Wind. Well, 
I doubt not but to die a fair Death for all this, if I 
"ſcape hanging for killing that Rogue. I have for- 
ſworn his Company hourly any time this two and 
twenty Year, and 

Company. If the Raſcal have not given me Medi- 
cines to make me love him, I'Il be hang'd, it could not 


be elle; I have drunk Medicines. Pains! Hal! a g 
Plague upon you both. Baraolph ! Peto ! I'll ſtarve ere 
PII rob a Foot further. An 'twere not as good a Deed 
as to drink, to turn Trueman, and leave theſe Rogues, 


I am the verieſt Varlet that ever chew'd with a Tooth. 
Eight Yards of uneven Ground, is threeſcore and ten 
Miles afoot with me: And the ſtony-hearted Villains 


know it well enough. A Plague upon't, when Thieves 


cannot be true to one another. [hey whiſtle ] Whew, 
a Plague upon you all. Give me my Horſe; you 
Rogues, give m&my Horſe, and be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Peace ye fat Guts, lie down, lay thine Far 
cloſe to the Ground, and liſt if thou canſt hear the Tread 
of Travellers. 

Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up again, being 


down ? blood, I'll not bear mine own Fleſh fo far afoot 


again, for all the Coin i in thy Father's Exchequer. 
What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus? | 
P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou ar: 
uncolted. 
Fal. I Pryches, * Prince Hal, help me to > my 
Horſe, good King's Son. 
P. Henry. Out you Rogue, ſhall I be your Oltter ? 
Fal. Go hang thyſelf i in thy own Heir-apparent Gar- 
ters; if I 8 ta en, Tn peach for this; an I have not 
Ballads 


4 Bardbl, 


yet I am bewitched with the Rogue's 


Gan 
Fal. 
Pain 


Bar, 


there's 


Lane: 


Peto. 
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Cup of Sack be my Poiſon ; 3 When a Jelt is ſo forward, 
and afoot too! I hate it. 

E Enter Gads-hill and Bardolph 

5 2 Stand. 

Fal. So Ido againſt my Will. 

E Poins. O ' tis our Setter, I know his Voice: 

LU Bardolph, what News? 

Bard. Caſe ye, caſe ye: On with your Vaud; ; 


' f there's Money of the King's coming down the Hill, 


tis 
going to the King's Exchequer. 


axern. 
E Gats. There's enough to make us all, 
Fal. To be hang'd. 


P. Henry. You four ſhall front them in the narrow 


\ Lane: Ned Poins and I will walk lower; if they ſcape 


from your Encounter, then they light on us. 

Pelo. But how many be of them? 

Gads. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Zounds, will they not rob us ? 

P. Henry. What a Coward, Sir John Paunch ® 
Fal. Indeed I am not Fobn of Gaunt, your Gr and-fa 
ther; but yet no Coward, Hal. 

P. Henry. Well, we'll leave that to the Proof. 5 
Poing. Sirrah, Fack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the 
Hedge, when thou need'ſt him, there ſhalt thou ſind him; 
farewel, and ſtand faſt. 

| Fol Now cannot I ftrike him if I ſhould be hang'd. 
P. Henry. Ned, where are our Diſguiſes? 

] Pins. Here hard by : Stand cloſe. 


Fal. Now my Maſters, happy Man be his dole ſay I; ; 
[ey bicry Man to his Buſineſs. 


SCENE IV. 9 


Enter Travellers. 0 5 
Li. Come, Neighbour ; the Boy ſhall lead our Her 


E down the Hill ; we'll walk a Foot a while, and caſe | 
er Legs, 


KEPT Stand. 
Fag. Jeſu bleſs ys ! 


Fal, 


# Ballads made on you all, and ſung to filthy Tunes, let a 


Fal. You lie, you Rogue, "tis going t to. the King's 
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Fal. Strike; down with them. Cut the Villain; 
Throats ; ah! whorſon Caterpillars ; bacon-fed Knave,, 
they hate us Youth ; down with them, fleece them. 
Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever 
Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? ng, 


E-: ye fat Chuffs, I would your Store were here. On Bacons, 


on ! what ye Knaves? young Men muſt live; you are 
Grand Jurors, are ye? we'll jure ye i' faith. | 
[Here they rob and bind them: 

"Ever Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Henry. The Thieves have bound the true Men: 


E xeunt, 


| 5 Now could thou and I rob the Thieves and go merrily to 


London, it would be an Argument for a Week, Laughter 
for a Month, and a good Jeſt for ever. 
Pains. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. 
Enter Thiewes again. 
Fal. Come my Maſters, let us Share, and then to 
Horſe before Day; and the Prince and Poins be not two 
arrant Cowards, there's no Equity ftirring. Theres 
no more Valour in that Poins, than in a wild Duck. 
P. Henry. Vour Money. 
Poins. Villains. 
IA. they are ſharing, the Prince wid Poins 2 upon 2 
They all run axvay, and Falſtaff, after a Bloæb or tat, 
rums away too, leaving the Booty behind them. 
P. Henry. Got with much Eaſe. Now merrily to 
„ 
The Thieves are ſcatter'd and poſſeſod with Fear 
So ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his Fellow for an Officer. 
Away, good Ned. Now Falſtaff ſweats to Death, 
And Lards the lean Earth as he walks along: 
 Were't not for Laughing, I ſhould pity him. 
Poins. How the Rogue roar'd ! 


SCENE V. 


be Percy Houſe. 
Enter Hot a pur /olus, reading a Letter. 

BY T for mine on Part my Lord I could be <vell contenttd 
to be there, in reſpet of the Lowe I bear your 884 

He could be contented to be there, * is he nct a 
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Kg Henry IEV. 25 
ir reſpeliof the Love he bears our Houſe : He ſhews in this, he 
© loves his own Barn better than he loves our Houſe. Let 
me ſee ſome more. The Purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. 
why that's certain, 'tis dangerous to take a Cold, to 
E ſcep, to drink; but I tell you my Lord Fool, cut off 
this Nettle, Danger, we pluck this Flower, ſafely. 
V Purpoſe you undertake is dangerous, the Friends you have 
named uncertain, the Time itſelf unſorted, and your whole 
' Plit too light, for the Counterpoize of ſo great an Oppoſition. 
Say you fo, ſay you ſo? I fay unto you again, you are g 
a ſhallow cowardly Hind, and you lie. What a Lack- 9 
brain is this? By the Lord, our Plot is a good Plot as | 
ever was laid? our Friends true and conſtant ? a good il 
Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation; an excel- 
lent Plot, very good Friends. What a froſty-ſpirited 
E Rogue is this? Why, my Lord of 7k commends the 
lot, and. the general Courſe of the Action. By this 
Hand, if I were now by this Raſcal, I could brain him 
with his Lady's Fan. Is there not my Father, my Un- 
cle, and myſelf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of 
Von, and Owen Gleadower ? Is there not beſide, the 
E Drwelas? have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms 
by the Ninth of the next Month? are there not ſome 
. of them ſet forward already? What a Pagan Raſcal is 
this? an Infidel. Ha! you ſhall fee now in very Since- 
E city of Fear and cold Heart, will he to the King, and 
lay open all our Proceedings. O, I could divide my- 
ſelf, and go to Buffets, for moving ſuch a Diſh of «kim'd 
Milk with ſo honourable an Action. Hang him, let 
him tell the King. We are prepared, I will ſet forward. 
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SCENE VI. 
Euter Lady Percy. 

cunt, \ | COT | , 55 

low now, Kate? I muſt leave you within theſe two 

4 Hours. | 8 555 | . 

| Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

bor what Offence have I this Fortnight been 

bett A baniſbd Woman from my Harry's Bed? 


1% Lell me, ſweet Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
hen! Wi Thy Stomach, Pleaſure, and thy golden Sleep? 
': | | VVV 


a5 The Firſt Part * 
Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth? 
And ſtart fo often when thou ſitt'ſt alone? | 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Cheek: * 
And given my Treaſures and my Rights of thee, 
To thickey'd muſing, and curſt Melancholy! 
In thy faint Slumbers I by thee have watcht, 
And heard the murmur Tales of Iron Wars: 
Speak Terms of Manage to thy bounding Steed: 
Cry, - Courage] to the Field! and thou haſt tall" 
Of Sallies, and Retires; of Trenches, Tents, 
Of Palifadoes, Frontiers, Parapets; 
Of Baſilisks, of Cannon, .Culverin, 
Of Priſoners Ranſom, and of Soldiers ſlain, 
And all the Current of a heady Fight. 

Thy Spirit within thee hath been ſo at War, 
And thus hath ſo beſtirred thee in thy Sleep, 
That Beads of Sweat have ſtood upon thy Brow, 

Like Bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream: 

And in thy Face ſtrange Motions have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when Men reſtrain their Breath, 
On ſome great iudden Haſte. O what Portents are 

- = theſe ? | 
Some heavy Buſineſs hath my Lord in Hand, 
And I muſt know it; elſe he loves me not. 
Hot. What hy is Gilliams with the Packet gone | 
TDuter Servant. 
Ser. He i is, my Lord, an Hour agone. 
Hat. Hath Buttler brought thoſe Horſe: from the She 
mt 2 
Serv. One Horſe, my Lad, he brought ev'n now. 
Hot. What Horſe ? a Roan, a crop Ear, is it not 
Serw. It is my Lord. 
 ..___ Hot. That Roan ſhall be my Throne. 
Well, Pl] back him ſtrait, O Eſperance / 
Bid Buttler lead him forth into the Park. 
Lady. But hear you, my Lord. 
Hot. What ſay it thou, my Lady ? 
Lady. What is it carry's you away? 
Hor. Why, my Horſe, my Love, my Hortfe, 
Lady. Out you mad-headed Ape! A Weazel hat nd 
Such a deal of Spleen as you are toſt with, | 


_ Jn Faith III Know your Buſineſs, that 1 will, 
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I fear my Brother Mortimer doth flir © *. 

About his Title, and hath fent for you 

To line his Enterprize, but if you — 
Hot. So far afoot, I ſhall be weary, Love. 
Lady. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me 

Directly to this Queſtion, I ſhall ask. 

Il break thy Little-Fmger, Harm, 

If thou wilt not tell me true. | 


not, 
[ care not for thee, Kate; this is no W otld 
To play with Girls, and to tilt with Lips 
We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crackod Crow ns, 
And paſs them current too —— Gods me! my Horſe. 


What ſayſt thou Kate! what wouldſt thou have with 


. 

Lady. Do you not love me? do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 
I will not love myſelf. Do you nct love me ? 
Nay, tell me if you ſpeak i in jeſt or no? 

Hat. Come, wilt thou fee me ride? 

Ard when I am on Horſfe-back, I will ſwear 


© [love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth. queſtion me, 
| Whither I go; nor reaſon where abou 

EF Whither I muſt, I muſt; and to 1 


This Evening muſt l leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 


Than Harry Percy's Wife. Conſtant you are, 
but yet a Woman; and for Secrecy, 

No Lady cloſer. For I will believe, 

E '[hou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. 


Lady. How {o far? 
Hot. Not an Inch further. But hark you Kate, 


1 Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: 
E ww day will F ſet forth, 'To-morrow you, | 


Will this content you, Kate? 


Lady, It muſt of Force. 27 Exeunt 


King HexnRY W 


Hol. Away, away, you Trifler ; Love? I love thee 
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The Farft Part of 
SCENE VIL 
The Tavern in Eaſt-cheap. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


p. Henry. Ne 1 prithee come out of that fat Room, 
and lend me thy Hand to laugh a little. 

| Pains. Where haſt been, Hal ? 

P. Henry. With three or four Loggerheads, anjond 
three or fourſcore Hogſheads. I have ſounded the very 


baſs String of Humility. Sirrah, Iam ſworn Brother to 


a leaſhof Drawers, and can call them by their Chriſten 
Names, as Tom, Dick, and Francis, They take it al. 
ready upon their Confidence that though I be but Prince 
of Wakes, yet J am the King of Courteſy ; telling me 
flatly I am no proud Fack, like Zack Falfaff, but a 


_ Corinthian, a Lad of mettle, a good Boy : And when 1 
am King of England, I ſhall command all the good Lads 


in Eaftcheop. They call drinking deep, dying Scarlet: 


and when you break in your watring, they cry, Hem ! 


and bid you play it off. To conclude, Jam ſo good a 
Proficient in one Quarter of an Hour, that I can drink 
with a Tinker in bi own Language during my Life. I 
tell thee Ned, thou haſt loſt much Honour, that thou 
wert not with me in this Action; but ſweet Ned, (to 
iy /ecten Wat: ich Name of Ned, 1 give thee this Penny- 
6 071 of Sugar, clapt even now into my Hand by an 
under SRInker, one that never ſpake other Englj/p in his 
Liſe, than £Z e SHillings and Six. Pence, and You are awel- 
cone Sir: With this ſhrill Addition, Auon Sir, anon Sir, 
fore a Pit i. Lafiard : in the half Moc, . ſo. But Net, 
to drive away Time tilt Fuga come, I prithee do thou 
ſtand in ſome bye Room, while I queſtion my puny 


Drawer, to what End he gave me the Sugar? and do 


never leave calling Francis, that his Tale to me may be 

nothing but, Anon. Step akde, and I'll ſhew thee a 

Precedent. | TR, | | 

Pons. Francis. . 
2. Henry. ＋ hou art perfect. 
Pos. Francis. | 
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SCENE VIII. 
Enter Francis the Drander. 


Fran. Anon, anon Sir; look down into the Pomgra- 
net, Ralph. 

P. Henry. Come kither, Froncis, 

Fran. My Lord. 

P. Henry. How long haſt t! ꝛou to ſerve, Hanct ? 
Fran. Forſooth, five Years, and as much as to 
Pains, Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir, 


P. Henry. Five Years ; by's-lady, a long Leaks for the 
clinking of Pewter. But Fancis, dareſt thou be ſo va- 
liant as to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and 


ſhew a fair Pair of Heels and run from it? 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the Books 

in England, I could find in my Heart 

Poms. Francis. 

Fran, Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis 
Fran. Let me ſee, * Michaelmas next I ſhall be 
Pains. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, Sir ; pray you ſtay a little, my Lord. 

P. Henry, Nay, but hark you Francis, for the Sugar 

thou gaveſt me, twas a Penny-worth, was't not? 
Fran. O Lord, I would it had been two. 

P. Henry. 1 will give thee for it a thouſand Pound ; 

ask me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Poins. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? no, e but To-mor- 
row Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday; or indecd Francs, 
when thou wilt. But Francis. | 

Fran. My Lord. 


P. Henry, Wilt thou rob this Leathern-ferkin, Chrittal- 


Button, Not-pated, Agat-Ring, Puke-Stocking, Cad- 
dice-Garter, ſmooth Tongue, Spani//-Pouch. 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Henry. Why then your brown Baſtard is your on- 


I Drink; for look you, Francir, your white Canvas 


Doublet will ſully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to 
lo much. = ou 


B. 1 | F. 2 


King Hengy IV. 29 


B nr Ca TEA I 


* - 2 
— 


5 
— 


p r 
— . LY 
— — — 


| >. . Tue Firſt Part of 


- has. What Sir? 


Point. Francis. 


P. Henry. Away you Rogue, doſt thou not hear them 


call? 


[Here they both call the Donors ſtands amartl 
not knowing which May to go. 
Enter Vintner, 
Pint What, ſtand'ſt thou itil}, and hear ſuch a call. 
3 Look to the Gueſts within. My Lord, old Sir 
755 with half a Dozen more are at the Door, fall 1 


| let them in? 


P. Henry. Let them alone awhile, and then open the 


| Door. Poing. 


Enter Poins. 
Pois Anon, anon, Sir. 


P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and che reſt of the Thieves 


are at the Door; ſhall we be merry ? 
Poins. As merry as Crickets, my Lad. But hark ye 
What cunning Match have you made with this ]c of 


the Drawer? come, what's the Iflue ? 


P. Henry. I am now of all Humouys' that his ſhew'd 
themſelves Humours, fince the old Days of goodman 


Adam, to the pupil Age of this preſent Twelve o Clock 


at Midnight. What's o' Clock, Fraucis? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry, That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer 
Words than a Parrot, and yet the Son ofa Woman. His 
Induſtry is up Stairsand down Stairs; his Eloquence the 
Parcel of a Reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's Mind, 
the Hot-ſpur of the North; he that kills me ſome ſix 
or ſeven Dozen of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his Hands 


and ſays to his Wiſe, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want 


Work. O my ſweet Harry, ſays ſhe, how many haſt thou 
killed to-day ? Give my roan Horſe a Drench, ſays le, 
and anſwers, ſome tourteen, an Hour after; a Trifle, 
a "Trifle. I prithee call in Fal 5405 III play Percy, and 
that damn'd Brawn ſhall play Dame Mortimer his Wife. 
Rive, ſays the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call i in Tallow. 


SEN E IV. 


Enter Falſtaff. 
Prins, Welcome Fack, where haſt thou been? * 
5 as 
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low. 


Tal. 


| them, and foot them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give 


Weaver, I could ſing Pſalms, and all manner of Songs, 


— — — ret, —— — ——— . — ene 


ine - -4T 
Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy — — 
Ere! lead this Life long, I'Il ſow neither Socks, and mend 
me a Cup of Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue extant? 
VVV . | He drinks. 
P. Henry. Didſt thou never {ee Titan kiſs a Diſh of 
Butter? pitiful hearted * Titan, that melted at the feet 


Tale of the Sun ? If thou didft, then behold that Com: 8 
"ns: ++. 0 


Fal. You, Rogue here's Lime in this Sack too; there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in villainous Man; 
yet a Coward is worſe than a Cup of Sack with Lime in 
it. A villainous Coward —— Go thy ways old Fact, 
die when thou wilt; if Manhood, good Manhood be net 
forgot upon the Face of the Earth, then am I a ſhotten 
Herring: There live not three good Men unhang'd in 
England, and one of them is Fat, and grows old, Ged 
help the while, a bad World I ſay. I would I were a 


A plague of all Cowards, I ſay ſtill. _ 

P. Henry. How now Wolſack, what mutter you ?* 

Fal. A King's Son? If do do not beat thee out of thy. 
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like a Flock. of wild Geeſe, Fil never 
wear Hair on my Face more. You Prinee of I/ales ? 

P. Henny. Why you whorſon round Man! what's the 
Matter ? : | = | 

Fal. Are you not a Coward ? Anſwer me to that, and 
Poins there? : | | | | 

P. Henry. Ye fat Paunch, an ye call me Coward, III 
ſtab thee. | 


Hal. I call thee.Coward! I'll ſee thee damn'd ere I'il 


call the Coward ; but I would give a thouſand Pound I 
could run as faſt as thou can'ſt. You are ſtrait enough in 
the Shoulders, you care not who ſees your Back: Call 
you that backing of your Friends? A plague upon ſuch 
Backing; give me them that will face me —— Give 
me a Cup of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunk to Day. 

P. Henry. O Villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip'd ſinge 
thou drunk*{ laſt. 3 


5 | 5 B 4 | Fal. 
or rather, Butter that melted, &c. | 
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8 The Firſt Part of 
Fal. All's one for that. 5 [He drink, 


A plague of all Cowards ſtill, ſay I. 


P. Henry. What's the Matter? | 
Fal. What's the Matter! here be four of us, ha ve ta'en 
a thouſand Pound this Morning. 


P. Henry. Where is it, Fach? where is it? 


Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundrend 
upon poor four of us. 1 

P. Heury. What a hundred Men? | 

Fal. Tam a Rogue if I were not at half Sword with a 


Dozen of them two Hours together. I have eſcap'd by 
Miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the doublet, 


four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through. my Sword hack'd like a Hand-law, ecece fjonun, 
J never dealt better ſince I was a Man; all would not do. 


A plague of all Cowards—— let them ſpeak ; if they 
ſpeak more or leſs than Truth, they are Villains and the 
Sons of Darkneſs. „ 


P. Henry. Speak Sirs, how was it? 

* Gads. We ſour ſet upon ſome Dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 1 

Pero, No, no, they were not bound, _ 
Fal. You Rogue they were bound, every Man of 
them, or Iam a Few elſe, an Ebrew Few. 

Gads, As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh Men 
ſet upon us. 


o 


Tal. And unbound the reſt, and then came in the o. 


P. Herry. What, fought ye with them all? : 
Fal. All? I know not what ye call all? but if! 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of Radiſh: 
if there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 
Fack, then am I no two-legg'd Creature. 

Poins. Pray Heav'n, you have not murthered ſome of 


them. | 


Zul. Nay that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd tw 
of them; two Iam fure ] have pay'd, two Rogues !! 
Buckram Suits. I tell thee what, Hal, If I tell thee! 
Lie, ſpit in my Face, call me Horſe ; thou know-ẽ I 1 

| | | Cl 


ige eli Edition Roſſel ſeats here, and nat Gadſhill 
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E old ward; here J lay, and thus I bore my Point; four 
E Rogues in Buckram let drive at me. | 
” P. Henry. What, four thou faidſt but two, even 
now. . | | 
 Fal. Four, Hal, I told the four. 
Point. Ay, ay, he ſaid four. Thy = 
id Tal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt at 
me: I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven Points 
in my Target, thus. SEE | 1. | 1] 
P. Henry, Seven! Why there were but four even i 
E now. „ 
E Fal. In Buckram. 
Poins. Ay, four in Buckram Suits. 
Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I am a Villain elſe, 
P. Henry. Prythee let him alone, we ſhall have more 
anon. | 
| Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? | 
P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack. ee 
Hal. Do fo, for it is worth the liſtning to: theſe nine 
in Buckram, that I told thereof | 
P. Henry, So, two more already. 
Fal. Their Points being broken 
Poins, Down fell his Hoſe. 
Fal. Began to give me Ground ; but I follow'd them 
| cloſe, came in Foot and Hand ; and with a Thought, 
ſeven of the eleven I pay d. „„ 
P. Henry. O monſtrous! eleven Buckram Men grown 
cout of W])o! | | „ 
Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three miſ-begot. 
161 ten Knaves in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let 
aim: drire at me, (for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou could' ſt 
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wy not ſee thy Hand.) ʒ : | 1 

en P. Henry. Theſe Lies are like the Father that begets 
* them, groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou 

8 clay brain'd Guts, thou knotty- pated Fool, thou whorſon 


hots — rl 
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3 | obſcene greaſie Tallow-catch | En | 

WW * What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not the ; 
5 8 Truth the Truth? | „ ET | 
b wy F. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe Men 1 


TT in Kendal Green, when it was ſo dark, thou could'ſ not 
[ice thy Hand? Come tell us your Reaſon ; what fay'it 
| jou to this ? 


B 5 | Poins 
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Trick? what Deviſe ? what ſtartin 


Poins. Come; your Reaſon, Fack, your Reaſon. 
Fal. What, upon Compulſion? No; were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would n 


tell you on Compuliton. Give you a Reaſon on Com. 
pulſion! If Reaſons were as plenty as Black-berries, | 
would give no Man a Reaſon upon Compulſion: I? 


P. Henry. Vil be no longer guilty of this Sin. This 
ſanguine Coward, this Bed-preſſer, this Horſeback. 


breaker, this huge Hill of Fleſh. 


Fal. Away you Starveling, you Elfskin, you dryd 
Neats-tongue, Bull's Pizzel, you Stock- fiſn: O for Breath 


to utter! What is like thee? You Taylor's Yard, you 
_ Sheath, you Bow-caie, you vile ſtanding Tuck. 


P. Henry. Well, breathe awhile, and then to't again; 
and when thou haſt tir'd tixylelt in baſe Comparilon:, 
hear me {peak but this. | 

Points. Mark Tack. 


P. Henry, We twoſaw you four ſet on four, you bound | 
them, and were Maſters of their Wealth: Mark now 


how a plain Tale ſhall put you down. Then did we two 


ſet on you four, and with a Word, outfac'd you from 


your Prize, and have it, yea, and can ſhew it you here 
in the Houſe. And, Falfaß, you carry'd your Gut 
away as nimbly, with as quick Dexterity, and roar d for 
Merey, and ſtill ran and roar'd, as ever I heard Bull 
Calf. What a Slave art thou, to hack thy Sword as 
thou hafe done, and then ſay it was in Fight. What 
g Hole, can't thou 


= 
now find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent 


Shame? 


Poins. Come, let's hear, Jacſ What Trick haſt thou 


now? 


Fal. By the Lord, T knew ye, as well as he that made 
ye. Way hear ye, my Maſters; was it for me to kill 


the Heir Apparent? Should J turn upon the true Prince 
Why, thou knoweſt I am as valiant as Hercules; but be 


ware Inſtinct, the Lion will not touch the true Prince: 
Inſtinct is a great Matter. I was a Coward on Inſtinct: J 


| ſhall think the better of myſelf, and thee, during my 


Life; I for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true Prince. 
But, by the Lord, Lads, Lam glad you have the Mo- 
ney. Hoſtels, clap to the Doors; watch to Night, pre} 

| | | Tomorrow: 
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King HENRY IV. A 
Tomorrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, all 
the Titles of good Fellowſhip come to you. What, ſhall 
we be merry ? Shall we have a Play extempore ? 

P. Henry. Content, and the Argument hall be, thy 
running away. 


Fal, Ah, no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt we: 


| SCENE X. 

E | Enter 210% . 
41 H,. © Jeſu u! my Lord the Prince! 
„ P. Henny. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what 
fſay 't thou to me? 

Hoſt. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
Court at Door would ſpeak with you, he lays, he comes 


from your Father. 


P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him a 


Royal Man, and. ſend him back again to my Mother. 


d Vu. What manner of Man is he? d 

W _ Hoſt. An old Ma 

6% Tal. What doth Gravity out of his Bed a: RE >; 
m MW Shall I give him his Anſwer? 

re P. Henry. Prythee do, Fack. 

s MW Tal. Faith and Þl! ſend him packing. Exit. 
r P. Henry. Now Sirs, by'r.lady you fonght fair ; lo did 
i. WF you Pero, ſo did you Bardblph; you are Lions too, you | 
as tan away upon Inſtint ; you Will not touch the true 
bat Prince, no, fie. 8 

102 e »Faith Tran when I ſaw others run. g 
en: P. Henry. Tell me row in earneſt; how came Al 


flaff's Sword ſo hackt? 
Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 


lade you believe it was done in F ight, and per ſuaded us to da 
kill the like. 
ce! Bard. Ay, and to tickle our Noſes wach Spear-graſe, 


to make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments 


nce: with it, and {wear it was the Blood of true Men. I did 
1 1 that 140 id not theſe ſeven Years before, I bluſh'd to hear 
my his monſtrous Devices. 

ince. P. Henry. O Villain, thou ſtoleſt a Cap. of Sack eigh- 
Mo- teen Years ago, and wert taken in the manner, and ever 
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would. ſwear Truth out of Er land, but he would make 


kuce thou haſt bluſl'd exre-pore ;; thou hadſt Fire and 
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36 The Firſt Part of 
Sword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away ; what 
Inſtinct had thou for it?: 

Bard. My Lord, do 47 ſee theſe Meteors ? Do you 
behold theſe Exhalations ? 

P. Henry. 1 do. | 

Bard. What think you hay portend | ? 

P. Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 


SG EN E XI. 


| Enter Falſtaff. 
Here comes lean Jack, here comes Bare-bone. How now 
my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long is't ago, Fact, 

ſince thou ſaw'ſt thy own Knee? 

Fal. My own Knee? When I was about thy Years, 
Hal, I was not an Eagle's Talon in the Waiſt, I could 
have crept into any Alderman's Thumb-ring ; a plague 
Of Sighing and Grief, it blows a Man up like a Bladder, 
There's villainons News abroad ; here was Sir Fon 
Braby from your Father; you muſt go to the Court in 
the e That ſame mad Fellow of the North, Percy ; 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, and 
made Lucifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Devil his true 
Liegeman upon the Croſs of a Welſ-Hook : what a Plague 
call you him 

Peins. O, Glendewer. 

Fil. Owen, Owen ; the ſame, and his Son-in-law 
Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly Scat 
of Scots, Dowglas, that runs a Horſeback up a Hill per- 
pendicular - 

P. Henry. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a Piſtol 
Kills a Sparrow flying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that Raſcal hath 8000 Mertle in him, he 
will not run. 

P. Henry. Why, what a Raical art thou then, to praile 
him for ſo running? 

Fal. A Horſeback, ye Cuckow, but a foot he will 
not budge a- foot. 

P. Henry, Yes, Fack. upon Inſtinct. 


Fal. 


raiſe 


| will 


lity 


| For Tears do Ling the Flood-Gates of her Eyes, 
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Fal. 1 grant ye, upon Inſtin& : well, he is ; there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thouſand Blue-Caps more. Wor- 
cefer is ſtoln away by Night: Thy Father's Beard is 
turn'd white with the News : you may buy Land now as 


cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. 


P. Henry. Then *tis like, if there come a hot Sun, 
and this civil Buffeting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads 
as they buy Hob-Nails, by the Hundred. 

Ful. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we 


ſhall have good Trading that way. But tell me, Hal, 


art not thou horrible afraid? Thou being Heir Appa- 
rent, could the World pick thee out three ſuch Enemies 
again as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spirit Percy, and that 
Devil Glendower ? Art thou not horribly —9 41 ? Doth 
not thy Blood thrill at it ? 

P. Henry. Not a whit i' faith, I lack ſome of thy In- 
ſtinct. 

Fal. Well thou wilt be horribly chid To-morrow, when 
thou com'ſt to thy Father: If thou do love me, 2 
an Anſwer. 

P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my Father, and examine 
me upon the Particulars of my Life. 

Tal. Shall I ? Content: This Chair ſhall be my State, 
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion my Crown. 

P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a Joint-Stool, thy 
Golden Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious 
rich Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. 

Fal. Well, an the Fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now ſhalt thou be moved Give me a Cup of 
Sack to make mine Eyes look Red, that it may be 
thought I have wept 3 for I muſt ſpeak in en 3 and 
[ will do it in King Cambuſe Vein. 

P. Henry, Well, here is my Leg. 

Fal. And — is my Speech 


Stand ade Nobi- 


Ht. This is excellent Sport, Path 
Tal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling Tears are 
_ vain. 

Ho. © the Father! How he holds his Commentinos 2 
Fal. For God's Sake Lords, convey my truſtful Queen, 


Hef. 


.g8 © M FH 
Ho. O rare, he dcth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 
Players, as I ever ſee. 


Fal. Peace, good Pint-Pot, Wees good Tickle-Brain--. th 
« Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy | 
% Time; but alio, how thou art accompany'd : For 
though the Camomile, the more it is trodden on, the 
* faſter it grows: Yet Youth, the more it is walled, 
« the ſooner it wears. Thou art my Son; I have partly 
«© thy Mother's Word, partly my Opinion ; ; but chiefly, 
«© a Villainous Trick of thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging tic 
„of thy Nether Lip, that doth warrant me. If then 
thou be Son to me, here lyeth the Point; why, being 3 
« Son to me, art. thon ſo pointed at? Shall the Bleſſed ! « + 
« Son of Heav'n prove a Micher, and eat Black-Ber- 4; 
« ries? A Queſtion not to be ask'd. Shall the Son of 6 6 
« England prove a Thief, and take Purſes ? A Queition 1 
* to be asked. There is a Thing, Harry, which thou | « { 
* haſt oſten heard of, and it is known to many in ou „ 
Land, by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as antiens „ 
« Writers do report, doth defile ; fo doth the Tempe LE: 
« thou keep'it ; for Harry, now do I not ſpeak to thee 1 i 
« jn Drink, but 5 in Tears; not in Pleaſure, but in Paß <q 
© ſflons ; not in Words only, but in Woes alfo ; and yet 20 
« there is a virtuous Man, whom I have often noted in „ 
« thy Company, but I know not his Name. 4 b 
| P. Hen. What manner of Man, an it like your Majcity. b F 
[ « Fal. A goodly portly Man i'faith, and a corpulent; WW Wh 
N of a cheartul Look, a pleaſing Eye, and a molt noble BR 
Carriage; and as] think, his Age ſome fifty, or, by'- BW You 
« Jady, inclining.to Threeiccre ; and now I remember N + 
« me, his Name is Fata; if that Man ſhould be lew:'- WF P. 
« ly given, he deceives me; for Harry, I ſee Virtue iu c 
« his Looks. If then the Tree may be known by tie BW m 
«. Fruit, as the Fruit by the Tree, then peremptorilyl WF © O 
„ ſpeak it, there is Virtue in that Fa/taff; him kee? WF © by 
« with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me now, thou naugtity WF „ th 
« Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou been this Month:! be 
P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King; do tou ſtang WW © m 
for. me, and Ill play my Father. be 
| 2 0 
n 4 Micher, i.e. a Truant ; Mich, i 10 l WW . 
of ſight :» A Hedge-Creeper. ns l 


Tal. 


majeſtically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by 
the Heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulterer's Hare. 


Fal. Depoſe me. If thou do'ſt it half ſo gravely, fo 


P. Henry. Well, here I am ſet. 

Fal. And here I ſtand ; judge, my Maſters. 

P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? 

Fal. My noble Lord, from Eaft-cheap. 

P. Henry. The Complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 

Fal. Sblood, my Lord, they are falſe.— Nay, PI 
tickle ye for a young Prince. 

1 Hem y. Sweareſt thou, ungracious Boy ? Hence- 


forth ne'er look on me; thou art violently car ry'd a- 


« way from Grace; there's a Devil haunts thee, in the 
« Likeneſs of a fat old Man : A Tun of Man is thy 
Companion. Why doſt thou converſe with that Trunk 


of Humours, that Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that 
« ſwoln Parcel of Dropſies, that huge Bombard of Sack, 


« that ſtuft Clock-Bag of Guts, that roaſted Manning-tree 


Ox with the Pudding in his Belly, that reverend Vice, 
« that grey Iniquity, that Father Ruffian, that Vanity 


« in Years ?. Wherein.is he good, but to taſte Sack and 


drink it? Wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve a 


Capon and Eat it? Wherein Cunning, but in Craft? 
« wherein Crafty but in Villainy ? Wherein Villainous, 


but in all Things? Wherein Worthy but in Nothing ? 


Fal. I would your Grace would take me with you: 
Whom means your Grace ? 


P. Henry. That villainous abominable miſ. leader of | 


Youth, Falſtaſt, that old white- earded Sathan. 
Fil. My Lord, the Man I know. ' 
P. Henry. 1 know thou doſt. 


Hul. But to ſay, I know more harm in him than in 

*« mylelf, were to ſay more than I know. That he is. 
Pity, his white Hairs do Witneſs it 
but that he is, (ſaving your Reverence,) a Whoremaſter 


Old the more's the 


6 that. I utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a Fault, God 
s helpthe Wicked: If to be old and merry, be a Sin, then 
6 many an old Hoſt chat J know is damn'd: if to be fat, 
be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean Kine are to be lov'd. 


No, my good Lord, baniſh Pero, baniſh Bardolph, baniſh 
« Pains 3 ; but for ſweet Fack Bultaf, kind Fack Falftaf, 


true Jack Falltaff, valiant Fack Tal, and therefore 
6& more 
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« more valiant, being as he is, old Fack Filltaff; ba. 
cc niſh not him thy Harry's Company : Baniſh "Pump 


Fact, and baniſh all the World. 

„ Henry. I do, I will. Ar 
Enter Bardolph running. Tt 
Bard O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moſt | a 
monſtrous Watch, is at the Door. 1 
Ful. Out you Rouge, Play out the Play: I hare y 
much to ſay in the Behalf of that Fal/af. Ha 
Enter the Hoſteſs. 1 

Hof. O, my Lord, my Lord! - 1 
l. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle- 8 
tick ; what's the matter ? > 
Heft. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the Door? „ 
they are come to ſearch the Houſe; ſhall I let them in? | 
Fial. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true Piece of Þ 
Gold a Counterfeit ; thou art eſſentially Mad, without Fig 
ſeeming ſo. of 
P. Henry. And thou a x natural Coward, without In- FA - 
ſtink. ng U 
Ful. I deny your mayor ; if you will deny the Sheriff, 2 3 
ſo; if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as well is 

as another Man, a Plague on my bringing up ; I hope 1 
I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a Halter, as another. Pt, 

P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reſt 1 P 
walk above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and good | Ks 
Conſcience. ö * 
Fal. Both which I have had ; but their Date is out, WF 
and therefore Pll hide me. Tf 
Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, Se 1 f 
p. Henry. call in the Sheriff. Vs 5 

| B 

SCENE x1, AM = 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier, | let him 
P. Henry. Now Maſe: Sheriff, What Is your Wil wh muſ 
with me ? | 1 1 


Sher. Firſt, pardon me my Lord. A Hue and cry, | l " 
hath fol! ow'd certain Men unto this Houſe. : 


P. Henry. What Men? ho dM 
Sher, One of them is well known, my gracious Lord, Ma 


A groſs fat Man, 
Cat: 
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Car. As fat as Butter, 
P. Hairy. The Man, I do aſſure you, is not hers, 
For I l at this Time have imploy'd him; 
And, Sheriff, I engage my Word to thee, 
That I will by To-morrow Dinner Time. 
Send him to anfwer thee, or any Man, 
For any Thing he ſhall be charg'd withal : 
And fo let me intreat you leave the Houſe. 
Sher. Iwill, my Lord; there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loſt three Hundred Marks. 
P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe Men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable, and ſo farewel. 
Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. 
P. Henry. I think it is good Morrow, is it not ? 
Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be Two o Clock. 
[ Exit. 
P. Henry. This oily Raſcal i is known as well as Paul's; 
go call him forth. 

Peto. Falſtaff ? faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and ſnort- 
ing like a Horſe. 7 
P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath; 'S 

ſearch his Pockets. 
[ He fearches his Pockets, and finds certain Papers. 
P. Henry. What haſt thou found ? 
Peco. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
P. Henry. Lets ſee, what be they + ? read them. 
Peto. Item, a Capon, 2 s. 2 ” 
| tem, Sawce, 4 d. 
| lem, Sack, two Gallons, 5 s. 8 4. 
en, Anchovies and Sack after er, 258.64. 
| lem, Bread, a Halfpenny. 
| P. Henry. O monſtrous, but one Half penny-worth of 
| Bread, to this intolerable deal of Sack ? What there is 
| elſe, keep cloſe, we'll read it at more Advantage; there 
| let him ſleep till Day. I'll to the Court in the Morning; 
| we muſt all to the Wars, and thy Place ſhall be honoura- 
| ble. III procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
\ WT { know it will kill him to march fo far as twelveſcore 
af, Foot. The Money fhall be paid back again with Ad- 
: vantage. Be with me betimes in the Morning; ; and ſo 
3 good Morrow, Peto. | 
Ms Pei. Good Morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. 
e ACT 


al 
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I have forgot the ver 


Doth ſpeak of you, his Cheeks look pale, and with 


Ihe Frame and the Foundation of the Earth 


at the ſame Seaſon, if your Mother's cat 
Had kitten'd, though yourſelf had ne'er been borm 


ac r m. SCENE I. 


W 4 LES. 


Enter Hotſpur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, aud Owen 


Glendower. 


Mir. — HE 8 E "a are fair, the Parties ſure, 


And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 


5 Hor. To Mortimer, and Couſin 2 age 
Will you fit down? 


And Uncle Worceſter A Plague upon K [Exemt, 
Glend. No, here it is * 

Sit Couſin Percy, ſit good Couſin Hutftur : 

For by that Name, as oft as Lancaſter 


A riſing Sigh, he 'wiſheth you in Heaven. 
Hot. And you in Hell, as oſten as he hears 
Owen Glendower ſpoke of. | 

Glend. I blame him not; at my Nativity 
The Front of Heaven was full of fiery Shapes, 
Of burning Creſſets; know that at my Birth, 


Shook like a Coward. 
Ho, So it wou'd have done 


Glend I ay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Hot. I fay then the Earth was not of my Mind; 
If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. | 
Glend. 'The Heavens were all on Fi ire, the Earth di 
- tremble. 1 


But will 


Clend 
Hor. 


| By telli 


If thou ! 


And [I 
4 Oh, Wh. 


Mort. 


| No more 


Glend 
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Hsu. O, then the Earth ſhook to ſee the Heavens on Fire, 
nnd not in fear of your Nativity. 
pideaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange Eruptions 3 and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinc}' and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly Wind 
Within her Womb; which for Eular gement riving, 
| Shakes the old beldam Earth, and „ 29? down 
| High Tow'rs and moſs-grown Ste2pic:; At you Birth, 
| Our grandam Earth, with this Diite e 
nn Paſſion ſhook. _ 
7; lend. Couſin, of many Men | 
A do not bear theſe Croflings ; ; give me Leave 
| To tell you once again, that at m:y.Sirth | 
Te Front of Heaven was full of cry Shapes, 
ne, | The Goats ran from the Mountain and the Herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the &i2hted Felds: 
| Theſe Signs have mark'd me extraordinary, 
And all the Courſes of my Life do ſhew, 
| Lam not in the Roll of common len. 
Where is he living, clipt in with; ze Sea * 
That chides the Banks of England, Wiles. = 8 
Who calls me Pupil, or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but Woman's Son, 
| Can trace me in the tedious Ways of Art, 
or hold me Pace in deep Experiments. 
Hor. 1 think there is no Man ſpeaks better Web. 
| Ill to Dinner | 
Urt. Peace, Couſin Pans, you I make him mad. 
| Glend. | can call Spirits from the vaſty deep. 
| Hot. Why, ſocan J, or fo can any Man: 
| But will they come, when you do call for them ? 
lend. Why, I can teach thee to command the Devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee Coz, to ſhame the Devil. 
ls, telling Truth. Tell Truth,” and ſhame the Dewil. | 
If thou have Pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And ll be ſworn, I've Pow'r to ſhame him hence. 
| Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
Mere. Come, come 
No more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glend, Three Times hath Henry Bolingbroke made Head 
H Aghinſt my Pow'r; thrice Boks the Banks of Me, 0 


rn. 


ch dil 
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And ſandy-bottom'd Sewern, have I ſent 
Him bootleſs Home, and Weather-beaten back. 
Hot. Home withoue Boots, and in foul Weather too 
How *ſcapes he Agues, in the Devil's Name? 
5 8 "qt here's the Map 3 ; ſhall we divide Our 
Ight 
According to our threefold Order ta en? 
Mort. Th' Arch-deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
England from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my Part aſſigned: 
All Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn Shore, 
And all the fertile Land within that Bound, 5 
To Owen Glendxwer, and dear Coz. to you 
The Remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our Indentures tripartite are drawn : 
Which being ſealed interchangeably, 
(A Bufineſs that this Night may execute) 
Tomorrow, Coufin Percy, you and 1 
And my Lord Lord of Worcefter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Sea Power, 
And is appointed us at Shrew/bary. | 
My Father Glendrwer is not ready yet, 
Nor ſhall we need his Help theſe fourteen 3 
Within that Space, you may have drawn together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
Ghad. A ſhorter Time ſhall fend me to you, Lords 
And in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whence you muſt Real and take no Leave, 
For there will be a world of Water ſhed, 
Upon the parting of your Wives and you. 
1 Methinks my Moiety, North from Burton here, 
* equals not one of yours: 
See, Row this River comes me crankling i in, 
22 cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. 
III have the Current in this Place damm'd up: 
And here the Smug and Silver Trent ſhall run 


In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 


It ſhall not wind with ſo rich a deep 88 
To rob me of ſo rich a Bottom here. 
Glend. Not wind ? it t Gall, it muſt, you ſee it doth. 


Mort. 


Mor 
With! 
Geldin 
As on { 
Mor. 
And on 
And th 
.. 
Glen 

Hot. 
Glen 

> Hot. 
* Glens 
Hot. 
| Speak 1 
F Glend 
| For I w 
Where | 
Many at 
And ga 
A Virty 
Hot. | 
had ra 
Than 01 
Tad rat} 
Or a dr. 
And that 
Nothing 
E Tis like 
| Glend, 
Hos. 
To any; 
But in th 
Il cavil 
Are the! 
lend. 
l haſte 
Freak wi 
Um afr; 
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g Mori. But mark, he bears his Courſe, and runs me up 
With like Advantage on the other Side, £4 
ö Gelding the oppoſed Continent as much, 55 
As on the other Side it takes from you. NY 
Mor. Yes but a little Charge will trench him here, 9 
And on this North- ſide win this Cape of Land, | 
And then he runs ſtrait and even. 
| Hot. III have it fo, a little Charge will do it. 
Glend. I will not have it alter d. 
Hot. Will not you? | 
blend. No, nor you ſhall not. 
Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 
blend. Why, that will J. 
* Hot. Let me not underſtand you then, 
| Speak it in Welsh. 
| Glend. Ican ſpeak Engl/h, Lord, as well as 5 you, 
For I was train'd up in the Exgliſß Court: 
| Where being young, I framed to the Harp 
| Many an Exgliſb Ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament; 
A Virtue that was never ſeen in you. 
| Het. Marry, I'm glad of it with all my Heart. 
had rather be a Kitten, and cry, Mew, 
Than one of theſe ſaid Metre-ballad-mongers ; 
ad rather hear a brazen Candleſtick tun d. 
r a dry Wheel Grate on the Axle-tree, 
- And that would nothing ſet my Teeth on edge, 
| Nothing ſo much as mincing Poetry; 
Tis like the forced Gate of a ſhuMing Nag. 
| Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd, 
| Hot. Ido not care; I'll give thrice ſo much Land 
Jo any well-deſerving Friend; 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
Ill cavil on the ninth Part of a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn? ſhall we be gone? 
lend. The Moon ſhines fair, you may away. by Sn 4 
Ell haſte with the * Writer) and withal, 
break with your Wives of your Departure hence : 
Um afraid my Daughter will run mad, 
Porench ſhe Joteth d ier Mortimer. [E xit. 


ere, 


He means the Writer of the Aue or 
3 8 5 SCENE 


—Z Fir Part of 
"PEENE. II. 


More. Fi ie, Couſin Percy, how you aol my Father? 
Fot. I cannot chuſe ; ſometime he angers me, 
+ With telling of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 
Of dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, and a ſinleſs Fiſh, 
A clipt wing d Griffin, and a moulting Raven; 
A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat; 
And ſuch a deal of ſeimble-ſKamble Stuff, 
As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 
He held me the laſt Night at leaſt nine Hours, 
In reck'ning up the ſeveral Devils Names, 

hat were his Lackeys : I cry'd hum, and well, 

at mark'd him not a Word. O, he's as tedious 
As a tir'd Horſe, or as a railing Wife : 5 
Worſe than a ſmoaky Houſe. Pad. rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick, in a Windmill far; 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any Summer-Houſe in Chriſtendom. 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman ; ; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited *_ 
In ſtrange Concealments ; valiant as Lion 
And wond'rous affable ; as bountifal _ 
As Mines of India: Shall I tell you, Couſin, | 
He holds your 'Temper in a high Reſpect, 
And curbs himſelf, even of his natural Scope, 
When you do croſs his Humour; Faith he does. 

J warrant you, that Marr is not alive | 
Might ſo have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the "Taſte of Danger and Reproot. | 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 1 

Mor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful Blame, Art. 
And fince your coming here have done enough | up that 
To put him quite beſides his Patience: wut L will 
You mult needs learn, Lord, to amen& this Fault; il I ha 
Though ſometimes it ſhews Greatneſs Anras Blood, lakes . 


e 411 | Am Fung by a 
„ e Ld vc e 
+ This alludes to an old Pridiies Lick kd 6 Co e. 


znduced O. Glendower to tafe Arms at. vi 5 Ten y. W 
Hall's 2 fol. 2 20. . e 


And that 5 the deareſt Grace it renders you; 
Vet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtineſs, Opinion and Diſdain: 

The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth Men's Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 
{Upon the Beauty of all Parts beſides, 

Beguiling them of Commendation. 


ſpeed ; , | 
Here come our Wives, and let us take our Leave. 


'$C EN E III. 


Enter Glendower, with the Ladics. 
| Mort. This is the deadly Spight that angers me. 
| My Wife can ſpeak no Eng, I no Web. 


Clend. My Daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with you, | 


| She'll be a Soldier too, ſhe'll to the Wars. 
| Mort, Good Father, tell her, ſhe and my Aunt Percy 
1 Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily, 


[Slendower ſpeaks to her in Welſh, and ſhe anſwers 
him in the ſame. 


Glead. She's deſp'rate here; a peeviſh elk wid Har- 
lotry. 


| That no Perſuaſion can do cool upon. 


| More, I e thy Looks that pretty We/h, 
| Which thou pour'ſt down from thoſe two . Hea- 
| vens, 
Jam too perfect in: and but for Shame, 
In ſuch a parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 


ume, t. T underſtand thy Kiſſes; and thou mine, 
Ind that's a feeble Diſputation: 

but I will never be a Truant, Love, Sn, 

Till T have learn'd thy Language; for the 8 
Makes WJ as ſweet as Ditties highly penn'd, 

dung by a fair Queen in a Summer's Bower, 

With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 


Claud. Nay, if thou melt, then will the r run mad. 


Mert. O, Jam Ignorance itſelf in this. 
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Hot. Well, 1 am ſchool'd: good Manners be your 


The Lady . in Welſh. 


[the Lady again in Welſh, 


[The Lady ſpeaks again in Welſh. | 
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ll CGlend. She bids you, 
All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 


And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lap, o 
And ſhe will ſing a Song that pleaſeth you, Co 
And on your Eye-lids crown the God of Sleep, 7. 
Charming your Blood with pleaſing Heavineſs ; 7 
Making ſuch Diff rence betwixt Wake and Sleep, Pot: 
As is the Diff rence betwixt Day and Night, Ke 
The Hour before the heav'nly harneſs'd Team re 6d 
Begins his golden Progreſs in the Eaſt. Gl, 
Mort. With all my Heart I'll fit and hear her ſing: EA bo 
By that time will our Book, 1 think, be drawn. 1 
Glend. Do io; ; F And + 
And thoſe Muſicians that ſhall play to you, 215 
Fang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from hence; 
| Yet ſtrait they ſhall be here, fit, and attend. 
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfe i in lying down : 
come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap. 
Laay. Go, ye giddy Goole. [The Mufich play: WE Pip 
Hot. Now I perceive the Devil underſtands Ye//, and WW K. 
"tis no marvel he is ſo humourous : by'r lady he s a good WW —- 
Muſician. BYTE 
Lady. Then would you be nothing but PSS Y for ya ³⁶ Logs 
are altogether govern'd by Humours : lie ſtill ye Thief, Fn 
and hear the Lady ſing in We/þ. I kno 
Hor. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howlin 75. Phar 6 
Lady, Would'ſt have * Head broken! ? He bre 
Hot. No. | hut tho 
Lady. Then be Rill. Make x 
Hot. Neither, tis a Woman's Fault. For the 
Lady, Now God help thee. To pun 
* To the Weib Lady's s Bed. Could f. 
Lady. What's that? | | Such po- 
. Peace, ſhe ſings. { Here the Lady fog a Welſh Song 4 Such bay 
Come, I'II have your Song too. s thou 
Lady. Not mine in good ſooth. 0 0 comp 
Hot. Not yours in good ſooth! you ſwear like a Com- And hol 
fit-maker's Wife, not you, in good footh 3 and as true ol P. 77, 


Love; and, -as God ſpall mend mc; and, as fure a: Day: WW Q (uit all 


and giveſt ſuch ſarcenet Surety for thy Oaths, as if thou WF 4 well, 
never walkeſt further than Znsbury. | Ply ſelf 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art. N Ver lach 


I know not whether God will have it fo, 
That in his ſecret Doom, out of my Blood 
| He breeds Revengement and a Scourge for me- 


Quit all Offences, with as clear Excuſe, 


ly ſelf of many I am charg'd withal, 


A good mouth filling Oath, and leave inlooth, 
And ſuch proteſt of Pepper-ginger-bread, 
jo velvet Guards, and Sunday Citizens. 
Come ſing. . . 
Lady. J will not ſing. 


Hot. Tis the next Way to turn Taylor, or be Robin- 


Ned. Breaſt teacher: If the Indentures be drawn, I'll 
away within theſe two Hours: And ſo come in when 
ye will. | LES. 


| Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 
As hot Lord Percy is on Fire to go. 9 
By this, our Book is drawn: We will but ſeal, 


And then to Horſe immediately. 


Mort. With all my Heart. „ 


„„ Iv 
#1 ND S.0-KR, : 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wa'es, Lords and others, 


K. Her. OR DS, give us Leave; the Prince 5 BE 


| ales and 1 | | 
Muſt have ſome private Conference But be near, 
or we ſhall preſently have need of eu 
| | [ Exeunt Lyr ds. 


But thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life 


| Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 

| For the hot Vengeance and the rod of Heav'n, 
Jo puniſh my mil-treading. Tell me elſe. 

3 Could inch inordinate and low Deſires, ES 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lew'd, ſuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleaſures, rude Society, | 

s thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 

| Accompany the Greatneſs of thy Blcod, 

| And hold their Level with thy princely Heart ? 


P. Henry. So piezie your Majeity, 1 wiſh ! could 
As well, as J am doubtleſs I can purge 


Lee lach Extenuation let me beg, 
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And won, by Rareneſs, ſuch Solemnity. 


go The firſt Part of 


As in Reproof of many Tales devis'd, 


Which oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, i r 
By ſmiling Pick-thanks and baſe News-monger: ; A 
I may for ſome Things true, (wherein my Youth "FT 
Hath faultry wander'd, and irregular) "00 
Find Pardon, on my true Submiſſion. G 

K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee: yet let we wonder, a = 


| Harry. . 

At thy Affections which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the Flight of all thy Anceſtors. 
Thy Place in Council thou haſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger Brother is ſupply'd ? 
And art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my Blood. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy Time 
1s ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy Fall. 
e Bad I ſo laviſh of my Preſence been, | 
So common-hackney'd in the Eyes of Men, 

So ſtale and cheap to vulgar Company 
Me Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to Poſſeſſion, 5 
And left me in reputeleſs Baniſhment, 

A Fellow of no Mark nor Likelihood. 
By beirg ſeldom ſeen, 1 could not ſtir 

© But like a Commet I was wonder'd at! | 
That Men would tell their Children, this is he. 

Others would ſay, where? which is Bolingbroke ® WM M. 1 
And then I ſtole all Courteſy from Heav'n, 1 


s And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, _ | vs 1 
That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, A K. 7 
Loud Shouts and Salutations from their Moutis, Is th 5 

Even in the Preſence of the crowned King. Was 15 


Thus I did keep my Perſon ſreſn and new, 

« My Preſence like a Robe pontifical, 

« Ne'er ſeen but wonder'd at, and ſo my State, 
Seldom but ſumptuous, fhew'd like a Feat, 


| nd even 
1 He hach 1 
dan thor 
; $4 of no 
| 75 doth & 
| And bel nc 
eads an” 
| 9 anue 


„The ſkipping King, he ambled up. and down 
„With ſhallow Jetters, and raſh bavin Wits, 
Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt; carded his State, 
* Aingled his Loyalty with carping Fools, _ 7 


King Hr NR IV. 


* Had his great Name profaned with their Scorns, 
And gave hi; Countenance, „ his Name, 

Jo laugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the Puſh 
Of every beardleſs vain arg ee e 

« Grew a Companion to the common Streets, 

© Encoft'd himſelf to Popularity: 

« That being daily ſwa low'd by Men's Eyes, 

* They ſurfeited with Honey, and began 

„To loath the Taſte of Sweetneſs, whereof little 
© More than a little, is by much too much. 

so when he had Occaſion to be ſeen, 

* He was but as the Cuckow is in une, | 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen; but with ſuch Eyes. 

© As ſick and blunted with Community, 

© Aﬀord no extrao- dinary Gaze; 

« Such as is bent on ſ{un-like Majeſty, 

© When is ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes : 

* But rather drowz'd, and hung their Eye-lids down, 
« Slept in his Face, and render'd ſuch Aſpect 

As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, 

© Being with his Preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full.“ 
And in that very Line, Hay, fland'ſt thou; 

For thou haſt loſt thy Pr ely Privil-ge 


With vile Parti- 4a:o0n. Not an Eve, 


but is a wear) of thy common Sight, 


dave mine, Which hath deſired to lee thee more ; 


Which now doth what I would not have it do, 


| Mike blind it telf with fooliſh Tendernets, 


P. H-1y. I hail hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 


b more my ſelf. 


K. Heniy, For all the World, 


As thou art at this Hour, was Richard t' en 
Nas I from Frauce ſet Foot at Raven//1az 
| And even as I was then, is Percy now. 

Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to Boot, 
J a hath more worthy Intereſt to the State, 


Taan thou, the Shadow of Succeſſion! 


For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
e doth fil! Fields with Barneſs in the Realm, 


Tarns Head againſt the Lions armed Jaws; 
And being no more in Debt to Years than thou, 
Leads anüent Lords and reverend Biſhops on, 
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To bocdy Battles, and to bruſing Arms. 

W nat never- dying Honour kath he got. 
Againk renowned Dowel 25, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, ard great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority, 

And military Title capital, 

Through all the Kingdoms that acknowiedus Chriſt, 
Thrice hath this Hr j; Jtur Mars in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfitted great Powws/as, tab en him once, 
Enlarg'd him, and made a Friend of him, 

Jo fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 

And ſhake. the Peace and Safety of our Throne, 
And what ſay you to this? Per , Northumberland, 
Th' Archbiſhop' Grace of Tor, Douglas and Martine 

Capitulate againſt us, and are up. 
hut wherefote do I tell this News to thee? 
Why, :Harry, do I tell thee of my Foes, 
Which art my near'ſt and deareſt Enemy; 
Thou that art like enough“ through vaſſal Fear, 

}aſe Inclination, and the Start of Spleen, 

o fight aga! inſt me under N. rcy's Pay, 

'Fo dog his Heels, and curt'{y at his Frowns, 
o ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it {: 
And Heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have {ways 
Vour Majeſty's good Thoughts away from me. 

1 will redeem all this on Perc;'s Head, 

And in the cloſing of ſome glorious Day, 

Be bold to tell you, that J am your Son: 

When I will wear a Garment all of B ee 
And ſtain my Favours in a bloody Maſk, . 
Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my Shame with it 
And that ſhall be the Day, when'er it lights, | 

That this fame Child of Honour and Renown, | Aivan 
This gallant Hor-jþur, this all praiſed Knight 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet. 

For every Honour fitting on-his Helm, 

Would they were Multitudes, and on my Head 

My Shames redoubled ! for the Time will come, 

That I ſhall make this northern Youth exchange Pal 
His gloriou Deeds for my Indignities. 4 F 8 
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Percy is but my F Fader good my Lord, 
T” engroſs upon glorious Deeds on my Behalf: 
And I will call him to fo ſtrict Account, 
That he ſhall render everv Glory up, 
Yes, even the ſlighteſt Worſhin of his Time, 
Or I will tear the Reck'ning from his Heart, 
This, in the Name of Heav'n, { promiſe here: 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve 
The long-grown Wounds of my intemperature 
Tf not, The End of Life cancels all Bonds, 
And I will die a Hundred thouſand Deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vory. 

R. Henry. A Hundred thouſand Rebels die in this! 
Thou ſhalt have Charge, and ſovereign Truſt herin, 

1 Enter Blunt. | 
How now, good Blunt? thy Looks are full of Speed. 
Blunt. So is the Buſineſs that I come to ſpeals of, 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent Word, | 

That Doauglas and the Egli Rebels met 


4 
Th' elevench of this Month, at Shrexvsbury : - 


A mighty and a fearfui Head they are, 
If promiſes be kept on every Fl: nd, 
As ever offer'd foul Play in a State. 
K. Henry. 2 Earl of „ efmer land fot farth to Day 3 ; 
Wich him my Son, Lord 7:54 of Letircafters 


For this A 8 is hve Days old, 


On FF cg next, Harry, thou att ſet forward; 
On Turſiay, we our ſelves will maren: Our àleetng 
I: at Biaghnortb; and H irry, you ſhall march: 


I brough Cl Rerforre : by Khich Account 


Our Bnficels valued ; ſonie twelve Days hence 
Our general Force = at Bridenzrth ih meet. 


Our Hands are ſuli of Buff! nels; Let's away 


Aevantage feeds them fat while we 5 [Event 


SNF 
Tavern in FEaſt- cheap. 
Futer Falſtaff ad Bardolph. 
1 8 dolph, am! 2 fall'n away vilely, ſince this 


Action? do I not bate? do] not dwindle ? 
Lo C2 | Ways 


54 The firſt Part of 
why my Skin hangs about me like an 0'd Lady's loo 
Gown. [am wither'd like an od Apple 7. Well, 
II repent, and that ſudden'y, while I am in fome 1; 
ing. I ſhall be out of Heart fhoitly, and then I ſhall 
have no Strength to repent, And I have not forgotten 
what the Inſide of a Church is made ot, lama Pepper. 
corn, a Brewer's Horſe, the Inſide of a Chirch! Com- 

pany, villainous Company hath been the Spoil of me. 
Hard. Sir John, You are fo iretful you cannot live 
long, | . | | | | 
Fal. Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy Sonr, 
RE | +, make me merry: J was as v;iteouſly given, 8 2 
Gentleman need to be; virtucus enough; ſwore little; 
diced not above ſeven Times a Week ; went lo a Bawdy- 
houſe not above once in a Quarter of an Hour; paid 
Mi ney that I borrowed, three or four Limes; liv'd well 
and in good Compaſs; and now I live out of 411 Order, 
out of ail Compats. „ | 
Bord. Why, you are fo fat, Sir John, that you mult 
needs be cut of all Compaſs, out of all reaſonable Con- 

pals, Sir Johr. | „ | 

Fal. Do thou amend thy Face. and I'll amend my 
Life Thou art cur Admiral, thou beareſt the Lanthon 
in tte Poop, bit 'tis in the Noſe of thee 3 thou arc the 

Knight of the buining Lam Tp En Emo, 
_ Bard. Why, Sir John, Ny Face does you do Herm. 
Fal. No, II te Worn: I make as gcod Ule of at 
many a Men uth of a 3Zeutii's Head, or a mem 1. 
moti- I never ſee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fiie, 
and Dives tiiat liv'd in Purple: for there he is in his Rete; 
burning. If thou were any Way given to Virtue, J weu'd 
{wear by thy Face 3. My Oath [FPould be, by this CITE; 
but thov art altogether given over; and wert indeed, bit 
for the Light in thy Face, the Son of utter Lailkner, 
When thuu rannlt up Gads-bi/7 in the Night fo ca ch 
my Horse, if Þ did not think theu had'ſt been an 727! 
 fatuns, or à Bail of Wild fre, there's no Purchase in 
Men: v. © thou art a perpetnal Triumph, an ever 
ing Pouhre light; thou haßt ſaved me a thouſand Ns 
in Links and Lorcſtes. Walking with thee in the Nipit, 
betwixt Tavern and Tavern; but the Sack that (ici 
Fail drunk me, would have brought me Lights as good 
Ede Cao 
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e cheap, at the deareſt Chandler's in Europe. I have 
a '  maintain'd that Salamander of yours with Fire, any 
: Time this Two and thirty. Years, Heaven reward me 
os for it. 

mn Bard. *'SBlood, I would my Face were in your Belly. 
. #2). God-a- Mercy, fo ſhould 1 be ſure to be Heart- 
_ | ba d. 


Enter Habe. % 


How now, dame Parilet the Hen, have you enquir d 
= yet who picx'd my Pocket! 
* Hot, Why, Sir Jobn, what do you think: Bi Fohn? 
dodo you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe? 1 have 
4, | Farch'd, I have enquir d. ſo has my Husba wh Man by 
110 Map, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The Tight of 
WM = Hair was never loſt in my Houſe before. 
5 Fal. e he, Hoſteſs, Bar dolph was ſhav'd and loſt 


many a Hair; and I'll be worm my Pocket was pick d; 

ab go to, you are a Woman, go. 

7 Het. Who I? I defy thee; I was never call'd ſo ia 

mine own Houle before. 

3 Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

2 Hot. No, Sir John; You do not know me, Sir Toe 
I know you, Sir 2 ; you Owe me Money, Sir John, 


and now you pick a Quarrel to beguile me of it. I 
8 bought you a dozen of Shirts to your Back. 
= Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away 
Ps to Baker's Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 
%. Now as I ama true Woman, Holland of eight 
„ Shillings an Ell: You owe Money here beſides, Sir John, 
u! for your Diet, and By- -drinkings, and Money lent you, 
16 Four and twenty Pounds. 
'. WM Fal. He had his Part of it, let him pay. 
mA ft. He! alas! he is poor, he hath nothing, | 
1 Fal. How! poor? look upon his Face, what call you 
3 rich? let him coin his Noſe, let him coin his Cheeks: 
Ns Il not pay a Denier. What, will you make a Yonker 
. of me? ſhall I not take mine Eaſe in mine Inn, but I 


ſhall have my Pocket pick'd? I have loſt a Seal. ring 
of my Grandfather's, worth forty Mark. | 
Hot. O Jelu! I have heard the Prince tell him, I 
know not how oft, that the Ring was copper. 
Fal. How ? the Prince is a Fack, a Sneak op and 
6.4 | 
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if he were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog if: 


he would lay fo, 
SCENE VI. 


Enter Bring Henry mar 5 and Falſtaff meets bin, 


playing on his 7 Truncheox like 4 Ffe. 


Tal. How now, Tad: 1 the Wind in that Door? mull 


we all march? 


Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate faſkion- 

I/. My Lord, I pray you hear me, 

F. Henry. What ay? it thou, Miſtreſs Dich ? how 
does thy Husband, I love him well, he is an | honet 
Man. 

Hof, God, my Lord, hear me. 

Fal Pr'ythee let her alone, and lift ro me. 

P. Henry „ What ſay' ſt thou, Tace* | 
Fal. The other Night I fell aſleep here behind the 


Arras, and had my Pocket pick'd: This Houſe is is turn d 


Bawdy-houſe, they pick Pockets. 

Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Tack? 

Fal. Wilt thon believe me, Hal? three or four Bonds 
of forty Pounds a Pieces. and a Seal-ring of my Gran 
father's. 

T Hire. A Trifls, ſome elake penny latte „ 

44%. 80 J told him niy J r ;j and. I laid, I heard 
yeur Grace ſay fo: And, my d, he ſpears mou 
viiely of you. like a Foul mouth'd Man e as he is, and 
laid he would cudgel you. 

of Henry What! he did net 

Hat. There's neither Falch, Truth, or W. omanbood 
in me elf, | 

Tal. There's no more Faith! in thee than in a few'd 
Piuen; no more truth in thee Than in a drawn 10% 
and for Womanhood, Maid Marian may be the Depu. 
ty TN of the Ward to thee, Go you Thing, 9, 

Hot. Say, what Thi ng ? what Thing? 

Fal. What Thing! ? why a I hing to Thank God on 

o. F am nothing to thank 88 on, | wovld t 100 


fhoula's know it: I am an honeſt Man's Wiſe; and ict 
: | ting 
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ting thy Kuig Moss aſide, thou art a Knave to call me is. 
Ful. Setting thy Woman hood aſide, thou art a bai! 
to ſay otherwite.. | 
Ht, Say, what Beaſt, thou Knave thou ? 
z What Beat ? why an Otter? | 
b. Heurt, An O: ter, Sir John. vhy a Otter ? 
Fal. Why ? She's neither Fiſh nor Fleth * a Man 
knovrs not where to have her. | 
Ih}. Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſayin: «ſo: Thou or 
any Man know where to have me; thou Knave thou, 
. Flonry. Thon ſay'ſt true, 8 and he andere 
thee molt groſly. 


10%. So he doth you. my Lord, and faid hi 5 other | 


Day, you ow'd him a thouſand Pound ? 

P. H: 257, Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand Pound 

Fal. A thou ſand Pound, Hal? A lillion; thy love 
is worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. 

Ht, Nay, my Lord, he calbd You Fack, ard 4 
he W. ould Curoget 1 You. 

Tal. Did I, Bar 40? 

ard. Indeed, Sir Fobn, you ſaid fo: 

Fal. Vel, if he ſad my Ring was Cop per. 

P. Henry, I By” tis Cepp er. Dai't  thon be as 200d as 
thy Word now 


> 


Fal. Why, 772 thou know t, as thou art but a Man 


dare; but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear 
the roaring of the Lion's Whe'p. 

P. Henry, And why not as the Lion, 

Fal. The King himfelf is to be fear'd as the Flaws 
doſt thou think 1 l fear thee, as! fear thy Fe ? Fay 
if I do, let my Girdle break. | 

Henry. O, if it mould, how wou'd thy Guts fall 
abont thy Knees! But, 8. rah, there's no room ſor Faith, 
Trath, nor Honeſty, in this Bot om of thine; it 1 11 
fd up with Guts and Miirif, Cha: ge an honeſt Wo- 
man with picking thy Locket! Why. Whorfon, impu- 
dent, imboſt Raſcal, if there were any thing in thy 
Pocket but Tavern Reckonings, Nemsrandumt of Ravi - 
(y-houtes, one poor Penny-worth of Sugar- candy to make 
tiee Jong-winded ; if thy Pocket were enrich'd with 2 
other! injuries but theſe, I am am a villain: and yet ycu 


ill ftand to it, you will not Pocket ap Wrongs. Art: 
thou not aſham' 4: pb 1 1 
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Fal. Doſt thou hear, Ha/? thou know'ſt in the State 


of Innocency, Adan (ell : And what ſhould poor Fa:} | 


Falſlaſ do, in the Pays of Viliainy ? Thou ſeeſt, | have 
more Fleſh than another Man, and therefore more Fai ty 
You confeſs then you pickt my Pocket? 


P. Henry. It appears ſo by thee Story. | 


Fal. Hofteſ:,T forgive thee: Go make ready Brealkfaf; 
love thy Husbadd. fook to thy Servants, and Cheriſh thy 
Gueſts : Thou Malt find me tractable to any honeſt Rea- 


ſon Thou ſeeſt, Iam pacify'd ſtill. Nay, pr') thee be 


gone 
[Exit Hef eſs 5 
Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, Lad: 


. How is that anſwer'd ? 
P. Henry. O my ſweet Beef, I muſt {till be good An- 


gel to thee. The M lony is paid back again. 


Fal. O, I do not like that Paying back; 'tis a double 
Labc ur. 

P. Henry. T am good F reads with my Father, and may 
do any Thing. 

Fal. Rob mie the Exchequer the firſt Thing thou do'd, 

and do it with unwaſh'd Hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. | 

P. Henry. I 1 p: ocur'd thee, Tack a Charge of Foot, 

Fal. I wouid it had bcen of Horie. Where ſhall I fin! 


one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 


twenty, or thereabout; 1 am heinouily unprovided. Well, 
Ged be th-nked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe them, | 

. Fen; . Pardsl, th, | 

5 My Lord. | ORE 

. Herry, Go bear this Letter to "FRE John of Lan. 

80 to my Brother Fon. TI lis to my Lord of Y/ c/imir- 
land, go Peto, to horſe; for thou and I have thirty vue 
to ride yet ere Pinner Time. 7ack, met me to-morrow 


in the Tei le. Hull at N] o a Clock in tlie Aſternoon, these 


Malt thou know thy Charge, and there recelve Mon) and 
Order fer their ee 
Akte Land i burning, Percy ſtands on kigh, 

Au cater hey, or we, mill lower ie. 
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King HENRY IV. 39 
Fal. Rare Words ! brave World? Hoſteſs my Break- 
faſt, come: : 


Oh, I could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum! LEæeunt. | 
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1. A SHREWSBURY 
Enter Hot-fpur, Worceſter, and Dowglas. 


I'S H o T-SPUR, 


ELL ſayd, my noble Scot ; if ſpeaking Truth 
In this nne Age, were not thought Flattery, 
Such A 90 ſhould the Dowg/as have, 
ot. As not a Soldier of this Seaſon's Stamp „ 
nd Should go fo gen'ial currant through the World. 
nd By Heav'n, I cannot nag 3 
1, WH The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver Place 
he In my Heart's Love bak no Man than your elf, 
| Nay, task me to my Word; approve me, Lord. 

Doro. Thou art the King of Honour: 
No Man fo potent breathes Upon the Ground, 
But J will berad him. 


Enter a. Meng ngen. 5 


Hot. Do, EY tis well —— What Letters hat thou 
qhire—— I can but thank you. 


Ae. Theſe come from your Father. 


Hot. Letters from him? Why comes he not him- 
let, 


My. 
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Me. He cannot come, my Lord, he's grievousSick, 


Hit. Heav'ns! How has he the leiſure to be Sick HR > 
In ſuch a juſt'ing Time? Who leads his Power: A 
| . Under whoſe Government come they along ? | | 
| Me ff. His Letters bear his Mind, not I his Nlind. BE 
ii Mur. Tprithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed > | V 
| Mefſ. He did, my Lord, four Days ere I ſeꝛ forth E 
| At the Time of my Departure thence, 1 
| He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. | Br 
or. I would the State of Time had firſt been Who! _ By 
1 Ere he by Sickneſs had been viſited ; 1 
1 His Health was never better worth than now. 01 
Hot. Sick now? Droop now ; This Sickneßs doth E. . A 
| fekt : M. 
The very Life- blood of our Enterprize ;_ Ar 
oP "Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. . W Fo 
N lle writes me here, that in ward Sickneſs Mr 
| And that his Friends by Deputation An 
1 Could not ſoon be drawn: Nor thought he meet 1 
! To lay ſo dangerous and dear a 'T'ruit 25 1 
| On any Soul remov'd, but on his own. | 3 
Yet doth he give us bold Advertiſementt. Bel 
That with our ſmall Conjauction we ſhou!d „ V 
To ſee how Fort ne is dit! ipos'd to us? E 1 ra 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, | II Ie 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt | Ala 
Of all our Purpoſes. What ſay you to it * 2: Th 
Mor. Your Fathers Sickneſs is a Maim to us. n 
Hot. A periious Gaſn, a very Limb lopt off; | Tot 
And y et, in Faith 'tis not his preſent Want s We 
Seems more than we ſhall ſind it, Were it good, | Yet: 
Jo ſet the exact Wealth of all our States D 
All at one caſt? To ſet ſo rich a * Main. | | oSpok 
On the nice Hazard of one doubtful Hour, | I | 
It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom and the Soul of Hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoſt Bound 
Of all our Fortunes. : 
_ Dow. Faith, and ſo we ſhou'd ; 3; x == 75 
Where now remains a ſweet Reverſion. WF; 
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We now may boldly ſpend upon the. Hope 
Of what is to come in: 

A comfort of Retirement lives in this. 


Ht. A Rendezvous, at Home to fly unto, 


If that the Devil and Miſchance look big 


Vpon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. To 
Mor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 

The Quality and + Hair of our Attempt 

Brooks no DiviGon, it will be thought 

By ſome, that know not why he is away, 

That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Dillike 

Of our Proceedings. kept the Earl from hence. 

And think how ſuch an Apprehenſion 

May turn the Tide of fearful Faction, 

And breed a kind of Queſtion in our Cauſe: 

For well you know we of th' “ oftending Side, 

Muſt keep aioof from ſtrict Arbitrement, 

And ſtop all Sighc-holes, every Loop from whence 

The Eye of Reaſon may pry in upon us: 


Tis Abſence of your Fataer draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the Ignorant a Kind of Fear 


Beſore not dreamt upon. 
Hot. You ſtrain too far. | 

I rather of this Abſence malte this Uſe : 

It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opin oa, 

A larger t glare to your great Enterpriſe, 

Than if the Earl were here: For Men muſt think, 

If we without his help can make a Head, 

To puch againſt the Kingdom, with his Help, 

We ſhall o'erturn it Topſive turvy down. 

Vet all goes well, yet all cur Joints are whole. 
Dow. As Heart can think; there is not ſuch a Word 


Spoke of in Scotlaud, as this Term of Fear, 


S NE II. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hot. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 
Ver. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. 


The 
Heir. * Offering. ; Dare, | Dream. 
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The Earl of V/:/erl:nd, ſev'n Thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither, with Prince John of ——— 
Hot. No Harm; what more ? 
Ver. And further I have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in Perſon hath {et forth, 
Or hitherv. ards intended ſpeedly, 
With ftrong and mighty Preparation. 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too: Where is his Son; 
The nimble-footed mad: cap Prince of Wales, 
And his Comrades; that dzit the Werld aſide 
And bid it paſ?? | 
Ver. All furniſht, all in Arms, | 
All plum'd like E ſtridges, that with the Wind 
* Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd : F 
 Glittering in golden Coats like Images, Sy 
As full of Spirit as the Month of May, "01-1 On 
And gorgeous as the Sun at 177 dſumme ”; 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. 
I faiv young Harry with his Beaver on, 
His F Cuiſlcs on his i highs, pallantly ar! m'd, 
Riſe from the Ground like feather'd Mercusy 3 
And vaulted with ſuch Eaſe into his Seat, 
As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind a hery Peg af, 
And I witch the World with noble Horſemanſhip. 
Het. No more, no more; Worſe than the Sun in Mares, 
This Praiſe deth nouriſh Agnes ; let them cone, 
They come like Sacrifces in their Trim, 
And to the fire: ey 'd Maid of ſmeaky War, 
All Hot, and Bleeding will we offer them. 
The mailed Mars ſhall on his Altar fit 
Up to the Ears in Blcod, I am on Fre, 
To hear this rich Repriſal is fo nigh, | 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horſe, 
Who is to bear me like a Thunder bolt, 
Againſt the Boſom of the Prince of . Vales, 
Harry to Harry ſhall, and Horte to Horie 
Meet, and nc'er part, till One drop down a Coarſe. 
Oh, chat Glendower Vw ere CONIE : [ | y 
, 55 Ig 
* Paited, i e Wo iter d the Wings. 
+ Cuifles, Fr. Armour for the The , l 


T witch, e bemutteh, erm. 
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Ver. There is more News: | iN 
J learnt in Worceſter, as T rode along, 1 
He cannot draw his Pow'r this four teen Days. | 

Dowe That's the worſt Tidings that I hear of, yet. 

Wor, Ay, by my Faith, that bears a froſty Sound. 

Hot. What may the King s Whole Battle reach unto * . 

Ver. To thirty T' houſand, | 

Hot. Forty let it be. | | e i | 
My Father and Gendeaber being both away, 1 
Ihe Pow'r of us may ſerve ſo great a Day. 11 
Come, let us take a Muſter ſpeedily : e 1 
Pooms Day is near; die all, die merrily. 


Dow. Talk not of Dying, T am out of Feaer i 
Ot Death, or Death's Hand, tor this one half Year. | b 
Is Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
E nter Falſtaff and Lardolph. 


Tal. Bar oi, get thee before to Coventry: Fill me a 
Bottle of Sack : Our Soldiers ſhall march through: 
We'll to Satton- cop ill to-night. 

Bard, Will you give me Mony, Captain? 

Fal. Lay out, Jay out. 

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angel. | 

Fal. And ifit do, take it for thy Labour; ad if it 
make twenty, take them all, il anſwer the Coynage, 
bid my Lieutenant Pete meet me at the Town's End. 

Bard, I will Captain; farewell. [ Exit. 


Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my Soldiers, 1 am a ſowce'd 
Gurnet : I have miſ-us'd the King's Preſs damnably. 91. 
have got, in Exchange of an H und1ed and fifty Soldiers, 
three Hundred and odd Pounds. 1 preſs me none but 
good Houſholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me out con- 
tracted Batchelors, ſuch as have been atk'd twice on the 
Banes : Such a Commodity of warm Slaves, as had as 
ſlieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; ſuch as fear the 
7% * Report of a Culverin, worſe than a Struck fowl, cr a 
| hurt wild Duck. I preſs me none but ſuch Foaſts 
' and Buller, wich Hears in their Pellles 19 bigner 

hn 


1 


4 


4 


To 
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than Pins Heads, and they have bought out their Ser- 
vices: and now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, 
Corporals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Sla- 
ves as ragged as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where 
the Glutton's Dog' licked his Sores; and ſuch as iedeed 
were never Soldiers, but diſcarded unjuſt Servingmen, 
younger Sons to younger Brothers: revolted 'Tapfters, 
and Oſtlers trade-ſall'n, the Cankers of a calm World 
and long Peace; ten Times more diſhonourably ragged, 
than an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fill up 
the Rooms of them that have bought out their Servi- 
ces; that you would think I had a Hundred and fifty 
tatter'd Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, 


* 


on the Way, and told me, I had unloaded all the Gib- 
bets, and preſt the dead Bodies. No Eye had ſeen 
ſuch Scare-crow : I'll not march through Coventry 
wth them, that's flat. Nay, and the Villains march 


wide betwixt the Legs, as if they had F Gyves on; for 


but a Shirt and a half in all my Company ; and the 
half Shirt is two Napkins tack'd together, and thrown 


and the Shirt, to ſay the Truth, ſtoll'n from my Ho! 


„ W AGES d 0 GG. SS m mum ASS 2A SS ²p ] 


5 « Hedge. | | 


Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland, 


P. Henry. How now, blown Fact? how now, quil.? 
Fal. What, Hal? How now, Mad Wag, what a De. 
vil do'ſt thou in Warwickhire? My good Lord of V. 
morland, I cry you Mercy, I thought your Honour had 

already been at Shreu/bury yr „ 
We. Faith, Sir John, tis more than Time that 1 
were there, and you too; but my Powers are there al- 
ready. The King, I can tell you, looks for us all; 
we muſt away all to-night, FP 
| Fas, 


4Shabler, 


from eating Darff and Huſks. A mad Fellow met me 


indeed, I had the moſt of them out of Priſon. There's 


over the Shoulders like a Herald's Coat without Sleeves; 


of St, Albans; or the red nos'd Inn- keeper of Daintry, 
But that's all one, they'll ind Linnen enough on every 
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l Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, 


: to ſea] Cream. 
| P. Henry. I think to ſteal Cream indeed, for thy Theft 


= Fellows are theſe that come after ? 

Fral. Mine, Hal, mine. 

„ Pe. Henry. I did never ſee ſuch pityſul Raſcals. 
Ful. Tut, tut, good enough to tols : Food for Powder, 
» MK Food for Powder ; ; they'll fill a Pit, as well as better; tuſh 
) . * mortal Men, mortal Men. 
" F TY. Ay, but Sir John me thinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. 

„ Fa. Faith, for their Poverty, I know not bene they 
- 


learn'd that of me. 


a P. Henry. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call three Pin- 
gers on the Ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte, Porcy 
- 43 already in the Feld. | | 
Fial. What is the Kingencamp'd? 
ee. He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſay too long. 
E Fal. Well. 
n The latter End of a Fray, and Beginning of a Fe aſt; 
Fits a dull Figther, and a keen Gueſt. 3 
6 F LE xeant, 
SCENE IV. 
A. SHRE 1 SB U . 

Enter Hot ſpur, Worcelier, Douglas „ ard Vernon, 
2 W_ He. We'll fight with him to night. 
e Vor. It may not be. 
J Dau. You give him then Advantage 
d Pe. Not a Whit. 

Hut. Why ſay you 10! Looks he nat for Supp x7 
1 Fer. So do we. 
1. Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
|; Mor, Good Couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to- -nigt, 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. 

7. Doww. You do not counſell well; 


You ſpeak it out of Fear, and from cold Heart, 


Fer, 


hath already made thee butter; but tell me, Fack, whoſe 


had that; and for their Bareneis, Iam lure they never 


„ eee * 
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Ver. Do me no Slander, Dowglas : by my Life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my Life, 
If well-reſpe&ed Honour bid me on, 
J hold as little Counſel with weak Fear, 
As you, my Lord, or any Sco? that lives. 
Let it be ſeen 'To-mortow in the Battle, 


Dow. Yea, or To- IgM. 

Ver. Content, 

Hat. To-night, fay J. IE 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be : I wonder much, 
Being Men of lach great Leading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what Impedimet ts 
Drag back our Exped tion; certain Horſe 
Of my Couſin Vernou's are not yet come up. 
Your Uncle Vorcefter's Horſe came but To-day, 
And now their Pride and Mettle is aſleep, -- 
Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is half, half of himſelf, 

Het. So are the Horſes of the Enemy 
In gen' ral, Journey- bated, and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of Reſt. 
Mer. The Number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's lake, Couſin, ſtay till all come in. 

[The 7r umpet Jounds a par In. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. I come with gracious Offers from the King, 
If you vouchſafe me Hearing and Reſpect. 
Hot. Welcome Sir Walter Blunt, and would to Ga, 
You were of our Determination ; 
Some of us love you well; and even thoſe ſome 
Envy your great Deſervings, and gaod Name, 
Becauſe you are not of our Quality; 
But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. F 
Blunt, And Heav'n defend, but ſtill I mould | fand fo = 8 
So long as out of Limit and true Rule | | 
You ſtand againſt anointed Majeſty. 
But to my Charge.----The King hath ſent to know 
'The Nature of your Gricts, and whezeupon „ 


King Henry IV. „ 
Von Conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace 

Such bold Hoſtility, teaching his duteous * 
Audacious Crueily. If that the King 
Have any way your good Deſerts forgot, 

Which he confefleth to be manito'd, 

He bids you name your Griets ; and with al "EY 
You ſhall have your Deſires, with Intereſt : 

And Pardon abſolute for yourſelf, and theſe, 

_ Herein miſſed by your Suggeſtion. 8 

-- "06; AE King is kind: And well we know, me 1 

K ng 1 
Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to pay. is 
My Father and my Uncle, and my ſelf, | 1 
Did give him that ſame Royalty he wears: I 
And when he was not Six and Twenty ſtrong, = 
Sick in the World's Regard, wretched and low, 
A poor untainded Out-zaw, ineaking home, 
My Father gave him Welcome to the Shore: 

And when we heard him fyear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Puke of Lancaſter, 8 
To ſue his Livery and beg his Peace, | 0 

| Wich Tears of Innocence, and Terms of Zeal; - iN 

My Father, in kind Heart, and Pity mov'd, 

KK Svwore him Aﬀiltance, and perform'd it too. 

[ley | Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 

Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, | 
i hey more and leſs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Borooghs, Cities, Villages, 

| Arended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 

= | Laid Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oaths, 
Cave him their Heirs, as Pages * following him 

Ga, 3 Even at the Heels in golden Maltitudes. 

Ne preemtly, as Greatneſs knows itſelf, 

Steps me a little higher than his Vow 


— — — 


1 


Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, | q 
Upon the naked Shore at Rawenſpurg: | | 14 
And now, For both, takes on him to Teſorm | it 
and ſv Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 414 


That lay too heavy on the Common: wealth; 
! Cries out upon Abules, ſeems to wee 
Know Over his Country's Wrongs; and by this Pace, 
- This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 


1 6 * fillow'd, „„ 
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The Hearts of all that he did angle for: 


Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 2 
Of all the Fav'rites that the abſent King | —_ 2 
In Deputation left behind him here, 1 
When he was perſonal in the [;4 War. W 
Blunt. I came not to hear this. | | Mi 
Hot. Then to the Point. | As 
In ſhort Time after, he depos'd the Ki ing, 1 Ih 
Soon after that depriv'd him of his Life: Me 
And in the Neck of that, taſk'd the whole State. WI 
To make that worſe, ſufer'd his Kinſman March, = MI 
(Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, f Ane 
Indeed his King) to be engag'd in Wales, WI 
There withont Ranſom, to lie forfeited- © An 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy Vigoires, — Oo 
Sought to intrap me by Intelligence, 180 
Rated my Uncle from the Council-board, 5 8 
In Rage dimiſs'd my Father from the Court, * | Ane 
Broke Oath on Oath. committed Wrong on Wrong 4 
And in Concluſion drove us to {eek out FF 8 
This Head of Safety; and with all to pry | Anc 
Into his Title too, the Which we find Of 
Too indirect, for long Continuance. — ll } 
Blunt. Shall I return this Anſwer to the King ? = The 
Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter ; we'll withdraw a W Ihe 
Go to the King, and let there be imrswn d | | the 
Some Surety for a fafe Return again; And 
And in the Morning early ſhali my Uncle Ot. 
Bring him our Purpoſes: And fo farewel, | 81 
Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love, : 
Hot. It may be fo. we ſhall. 5 * 
Blunt. bog Heay'n you do, een Ang 
7 : | or 
Diſn 
8 E N E. VI. For 
And 
Eater the Archbiſhop of York, and Sir „Michel The 
Yor . HI. ie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed Brief To 
With winged Haſte to the Lord Mareſhal, 
This to my Coufin Screob, and all the rect 
To whom they are directed: If you knew 4 


How much they do import, you wou 'd make Haſte, 5 
| 015 


—— — 
— — — — 
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Sir Mich. My Logd, I gueſs their Tenor, 

Fork. Like enough. 
To-morrow, good Sir Michel, is A Day 
Wherein the Fortune of ten Thouſand Men _ 
Muſt bide the Touch. For, Sir at S$hrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick- raiſed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michell, 
What with the Sickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Pow'r was in the firſt Proportion; | 
And what with Owen Glendiwver's Abſence thence 3 
Who with them was Þ+ a rated Sinew too, | 
And comes not in, o'er-ru!d by Prophecies ; 
1 fear the Pow'r of Percy 1s to weak | 
To wage an inſtant Tryal with the King. 

Sir Mich, Why, my good Lord, there's Douglas, 
And Lord Mortimer. 

York. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir Mich. But there is Mordate, Vernon, Harry Percy, 
And there's my Lord of Worceſter, and a Head 
Of eallant Warriors, noble Gentlemen. 

154. And fo there is: Bat yet the King hath drawn 
Lhe ſpecial Head of all the Land together: 
The Prince of een, Lord John of Taucaßer, | 
The noble 7,7 eftmoreland, 204 Warlike Blunt; 
And many more Corrivals, and dear Men 
Of Eſtimation and command in Arms. 

Sir Mich. Doubt not, my Lord, they ſhall be wel 

pe 

Dor. J hope no leſs: Vet needful "tis to fear. 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed, 
For if Lord Percy thrive not e'er the K ing 
Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our Confederacy, | 
And 'tis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 
To other Friends; and ſo farewell, Sur Michell. 


[ Eæcunt. 


rated FRY 5 


1 a rated Sinew, 2 th ve firſt Edition, i, e. accounted. 
2 ſtrong Ai. 
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COLE TTL cr x & ir k ir. & i dr cr. Sr 
ACT Y- SCENE 1 


SHREWSBURY. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lan- 


caſter, Earl of Weſtmoreland, Sir Walter Þlunt, aid 
Falſtaff. 


: E. Hen. o. bloodily the Sun bake to peer 
ho [ G Above yon buſky Hill: "The Day lool:s 
At his Diſtemperature. (pale 

P. Hen. The Southern-wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, | 

And by his hollow Whiſtling in the Leaves, 
| Foretels a Tempeſt, and a bluſtring Day. 

K. Hen. Then with the Loſers let it Sympathize, 

For nothing can ſeem foul to thoſe that Win. 

(The Ty SE for nds. 


Eater Worceſter, 


K. Hen. How now, my Lord of Mor'ſter? tis not 


well, 
"That you and I ſhould meet vpon ſuch Terms 
As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our Truſts, 
And made us doff our eafie Robes of Peace, 
I0 cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel: 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to't? will you again unknit 
This churliſh Knot of all-abhorred War, 
And move in that obedient Orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural Light ; 
And be no more an exhai'd Meter, 
A prodigy of Fear, and a Portent 
Of broached Miſchief, to the unborn times ? 
Wor. Hear me my Liege: 
For mine own part, I could be well content 


To 


T 0 gri 


Forgot 


And De 
As tha 


| Uſeth 
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For you my Staff of Office did I break 
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To entertain the lag: end of my Life 
With quiet Hours: for J do proteſt, 
J have not ſought the Day of this diſlike. 

K. Hen. You have not fought it, Sir! how comes 

it then? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his Way. and he found it. 

P. Hen. Peace, Cbeuet, Peace. 

Mor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your Loh, 
Of Favour, from W and all our Houle — 
And yet I muſt remember you, my Lord, | 1 
We were the firſt and deareſt of your Friends: 


«3 AS . 


In Richard's time, and poſted Day and Niget 
To meet you on the Way, and kits your Hand, 
When yet you were in Pace and in Account — 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: | 
It was myſelf, my Brother, and his Son, | 

That brought you home, and boldly did out: dare 
The Dangers of the time. You ſwore to us, 

And you did {ware that Oath at Doncaſter, 

That you did nothing purpole 'gainit the State. 

Nor claim no further than your new-ſall'h right, 
The Seat of Cuant, Dukedom of Lancafter, 
To this, we ſwear our Aid: But in ſhort Space S 

It rain'd down Fortune ſhow'ring on your Head, 
And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs fell on you, 

What with our Help, what with the abtent King, 
What with the Injuries of a wanton time, 

The ſeeming Suff rances that you had born 

And the contrarious Winds that held the King 

So long in the unlucky [1/5 Wars, 

That all in Egland did repute him dead: 

And from this ſwarm of fair Advantages 

You took occaſion to be quickly woo d, 

To gripe the gen'ral Sway into your Hand ; 

Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſter 3 

And being fed by us, you us'd us fo, _ 
As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 

Uſeth the Sparrow; did oppreſs our Neit, 


— 


— 
AX | 4. _ 
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t Grey by our Feeding to io great a Bulk, — 0 : 


That ev'n our Love durſt not come Hear y cur Sight 


Fot 
7 Chevet, fr. a 2 Boljter. | 
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For fear of ſwallowing ; ; but with nimble Wing, 
We were inforc'd for Safety's ſake to fly 


Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head : 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch Means 


Ass you yourſelf have forg'd againſt yourſelf, 
By unkind Utage, dangerous Countenance, 
And violation of all Faith and Troth, 


Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 

K. Hen. Theſe Things indeed you have ærticulated, 
Proclaim'd at Market Croſſes, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With ſome fine Colour, that may pleaſe the Eye 
Of fickle Changelings and poor Diſcontents; 
Which gape and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly-burly Innovation? 

And never yet did Inſurrection want | 
Such Water colours, to impaint his Cavſe ; 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving ſor a time 
Of Pell: mell Havock and Confuſien. 


Pe. Henry. In both our Armies, there is many a Scul 
Shall pay full dearly for this bold Encounter, 
If once they join in Trial. Tell your Nephew, 


The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 


In praiſe of Harry Percy: By my Hopes, 


(This preſent Enterprize ſet off his Heao) 

J do not think a braver Gentleman, 

More active, Valiant, or more valiant Young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter Age with noble deed, 


For my part, 1 may ipeak it to my Shame, 


J have a truant been to Chivalry, 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 
Yet this before my Father's Majeſty, 


I am content. that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great Name and Eſtimation 


And will, to ſave the Blood on either ſide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a fingle Fight. 


K. Hen. And, Prince of Wal. 5 10 dare we venture 


ee, 
Albeit, Conſiderations infinite 
Do make agoinſt it: No. good, Nor fer, no, 
Wie We our People well; even thote we love 


grride 
= 


* Friend 


Fal 


ar 
Idle lil 


e 


18a; 
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That are miſled upon your Couſin's Part: 

And will they take the Offer of our Grace; 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every Man 
Shall be my Friend again, and [I'll be his. 

So tell your Couſin and return me Word 

What he will do. But if he will not yield, 


Rebuke and dread Correction wait on us, 1 


And they ſhall do their Office. So be gone, 

We will not now be troubled with Reply ; 

We Offer fair, take it adviſedly. [ Bart Worceſter, 
P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my Life. 

The Dowrg/as and the Hot-fpur both together 

Are conhcent againſt the World in Arm , 
K. Henry, Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge. 

For on their Anſwer will we ſet on thems: 

And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is juſt, TE vent. 


VVV 
Mane Prince Nenry and Falſtaff. 
Fal. Hal, if t ou fee me down in the Battle, and be. 
fride me, ſos tis a Paint of Friendſhip. 
P. Henry, Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that 
Frienditip : Say thy Prayers, and farewel. 
Tal. I would it were Bed-time. Hal. an] all wel. 
P. H-nry, Why, thou ow'ſt Heav'a a Death, 
Fal. *lis not due yet: I would be loth to pay li im 
beſore his Day. What need I be ſa forward with bim 
that calls not on me? well, 'tis no Matter, Honour 


| Pricks me on. But how if Honour prick me off OM: 


come on? * how then? can Honour ſet to a Leg 
no, or an Arm? no, or take away the Grief of 5 
no, Honour hath no Skill in Surgery then? no. What 
is Honour? a Word. Whatis that Word Honour? Arr; 
a trim Reckoning. Who hath it? he that died a & 7g- 
ve/aay, doth he tcel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. Is 
it inlenſible then? yea, to the Dead. But will it not live 
with the Living? no. Why? Detraction will not ſuf- 


— 


— 


Scucheon, and fo ends my Catechiſm, [Exeunt, 
SCENE. HL 
Euter Worceſter and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Mor. Ono, my Nepbe ew mult not know, Hir Richard, 
Idle liberal kind Offer of the King, 
— 


ker it, theretore I'll none of it. Honour is a meer 


Fer, 
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» 
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Per. Twere beſt he did. 


Mor. Then we area ] undone. 
It is not poſſible, it canvot be, 


e King ſhould keep his Word in a loving us; 


He will ſuſpe& us ſtill, and find a Time 
To puniſh this Offence i in other Faults : 
Suſpicion all our Lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of Eyes; 
For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 
Who ne'er fo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild Trick of his Anceſtors. 
Look how we can, or Sad or Merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our Looks'; 
And we ſhall feed like Oxen at a Stall, 
The better cheriſh'd, {till the nearer Dea: h. 
My Nephew's Treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath th' excuſe of Youth and Heat of Blood, 
And an adopted Name of Priviledge, 
A hair-brain'd Hot-/pur, govern'd by a Spleen : 
All his Offences live upon my Head, 
And on his Father's, We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being ta'en from us, 
We as the Spring of ai}, ſhall pay for all, 
Therefore, good Couſin, let not Harry kno'v 
In any Caſe, the Offer of the King. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, I'll fay tis fo, 
Here © comes your Couin. 


SCE N-E iv 
Enter Hot- 55 pur and Dow . 


Hot. My Uncle is return'd: 

Deliver up my Lord of Veſmorland. 

Uncle, What News ? 
Mor. The King will bid you battle ele 
Du. Defy him | by the Lord of Meſtmorland. 
Hot. Lord Dowg/as, go you then and tell him o. 
Dow. Marry Iſhall, and very willingly. [Ex % Dog 

Mor. There is no ſeeming Mercy in the Ki ng. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 
Mor. J teld him gently of our Grievances, 

Ok his Oath-breaking ; which he mended thus : 

By now forſwearing that he is forſworn. 


— in 
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He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arms this hateful Name in us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Daw. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms; for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in Kug Henry's Teeth : 
And Weſtmorland that was ingag 'd did hear it, 
Which cannot chule but bring him carat # on. 
Mor. The Prince of Vabes ſtept forth before the King, | 
And, Nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle Fight. | - 
Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upon car Hcads, {0 
And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath To. day, | 
But T and Harry Bloanrot ath Tell me, tell me, 
i Lov w EW. his I ailing? ſeem'qd it in Contempt ? 
No by my Soul: 1 never in my Life : | 
95 3 hy S hallenge urg'cd more modeſtly, + = 


Ui nlefs a Brotke r hou! d 1 4 tr other, da E 


re, 
Tot gentle Exerciſe and Proof of Arme. 
Ie bare you all tne Dut'es of a Man, 
Trim d up your Fraiſes with a Princely Tongue, 
Spoke your Deſeryi n2s like 2 Chronicle, 

Ala aking you ever better than his Praise: 

nd which became him m lil Ke A Prince aher 
made a bluthing © Cit tot himſelt, *Cital foi 


1 C. 


An wn chic his T 5 nt Youth with ſuch 4 Grace, 
Is if he maſter 'd there a doable Spirit, 
Teaching, and of Learning! inſtantly. 
There did he e pauſe; but let me tell che M 'orld, 
If ke oat live the Envy of this Day, | | 
Ergland did never owe lo cet a Hope, 4 
do much miſconſtrued in his Wantonneſs, . — 4 
Ht, Couſin, I think tl. ou art enamoured 1 i 


A 
LT, f 
4 1 * e F. Yy 


Upon his Follies ; never did I hear 
| Of any Prince fo wild a Liberiy N 
Fut be he as he. wil, yet once ere e Night | OT i 
] will embrace him with a Soldier's Arm, 


That he ſhall ſtink under my Courteſy 
F: 


. Arm, arm, with Speed, and © cllows, So! diers, Friends, 
110. better conſider what you have to do, 

Dos ban I, that have not well the Gift of Tongue, 

Le Can uf Your Blood up with Perſuaſtion. 


=O "DS. SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Enter a Mepenger. 
Me ef. My Lord, here are Letters for you, 
Hot. I cannot read them now, 
O Gentlemen, the Time o Life | is ſhort : 
To ſpend that Shortneſs baſely were too long, 
Iho' Life did ride upon a Dial's Point, 
Still ending at th' Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave Death, when Princes die with as. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 
WMhen the Intent for bearing them is jutt. 
Entir ancther Me efencer, 


© 27 My Lord, prepare, the King comes on a- pace. 


H. 1 tank him, that he cuts me from my Lale, 
For I profeſs not talking: only this, only this, 
Let each Man do his belt. And here draw I 
A Sword, whoſe Temper J intend to flain 
With the beſt Blood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adventure of this perilous Day. 
Now Eſperauce] Percy, and ſet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War; 
And by that Mulick let us all embrace: 
For (Heaven to Eartli) ſome of us never ſhall 
A ſecond Time 55 ſuch a Courteſy, _ 
[They embrace, then exeunt. The Trumpets fans 


SCENE VI. 


The King entreth cbt hrs Poxw: 'F 5 Al. 2r m7: to the Battle 


Then enter Dowglas and Sir Walter Blunt. 
Blunt? What is thy Name, that thus in Battle croſ 
ſell me? 

What Honour dof} thou ſeelæ upon my Head? 
Dow. Know then, my Name is Douglas. 
And I do haunt thee in the Battle thus, 
| Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 
Blunt. 'I hey tell thee true. 
Dew. The Lord of Stafford dear To- day hatl: bought 


Thy Likenels ; for inſtead ot thee, King Harry, Thi 
F 9 | T his 


CE, 


1th 


crol- 
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This Sword hath ended him, fo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my Priſoner. 
Blunt. I was no born to vie, thou haughty Scot, 


And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge. | 
Lord S:afford's Death. 


Fight. Blunt; is ein: Then enter Hot: ſpur. 


Hot. 0 Doaiglas, hadft thou fought at Halmedon thus, 
I never had triump >hed o'er a Scot. 


Dow. All's lone, all's won, here breathlels lies the 


King. 
Hot. Where? e 
Doo. Here. | | 85 
Hot. This, Dowg/as ? No: I know this Face full 


Well: 
A galant Knight he was, his Name was Zut, 
Semblably furniſt'd like the King himſelf. | 


Daw. Ah! Fool go with thy 50. ul w hither it goes, 
A borroa d Title haft thoil bought 
Why didſt thou tell me that thou wert a King? 
| = The King hath man * marching in his Coats, 

20. Now by my Sword 4, I. Will kill ail his Coats. 
J 1; murther all his W ardrobe Piece by Piece, 
Until I meet the King. 

? 


A 3. 4 
: & gf T - C117 
Ht. Up and away, 0 
Q Corel Tree vt „ 
Our Soldiers ſtand full fairly ſor the Day, [ Excant, 
* a . 5 
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Under the Hoof of vaunting Enemies, 
Whoſe Deaths are unreveng'd. Lend me thy "RE 
Fal. O Hal, I pr "thee give me Leave to breathe a 
while, Tark Gregory never did ſuch Deeds in Armz, 
as I have done this Day. I have paid Percy, I lave 
made him ſure. 
P. Ferry, Ne is ince-d, and living to kill chi 
I pr'ythe lend me thy Sword. 


Tal. inay, Hal, if Perc be alive, thou get "t not my 


Sword: but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give, it me: What, is it in the Caſe ? 


Fal. Ay Hal, *tis hot. There's that will ſack a City, 


Le Prince draws out a Bottle of Sack. 
* Henry. What, is it a Time to jeſt and dall) now ? 
[Throws it at him, and exit. 
"Tal If Percy be alive, Tl pterce him ; if he do come 
in my Way, ſo; if he do not, if I come in his, willingly, 
let him make a Carbonade of me. I like not ſuch grin- 
ning Honour as Sir Malter hath : Give me Live, which 


oO 4 
if I ean fave, ſo; if not, Honour comes unlook d for, 
and there's an End. Eri 


SCENE VIII. 


Mlarum, Excurſions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord 


John of Lancaſter, and the E arl. of Weſtmorland. 


K. Henry. I pr'ythee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, thou 
blecdeſt too much: Lord Fobu of Lancaster, 8⁰ you With 
„„ Pp 
Lan. Not J, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 
P. Hcnry. I do beſecch your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt your Retirement do amaze your Friends. 
. Henry. I will do fo: 
My Lord of 1/:/mor!and, lead him to ks Tent, 
Heß. Come my Lord, I'll lead yoa to your Tent 
P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! 1 do not need your 
Help, | 
And Heav'n forbid a ſha'low Scratch mould drire 
Jhe Prince of Valis from ſach a Fie'd as this, 
W here f ain'd Nobility lies tredden on, 
And Rebe's Arms triumph in Maſſacres. 
Lan. We brea he ton long; come Couſin V. Nmarlord 


Ou Duty this Way Les, for Heaven's Sake come. 
P. H FF 


1 


for, 


9 


hou 
Y ith 


land, 


en 


Before I lov'd thee as a Brother, John; 
But now, 1 do reſpect thee as my Soul. | 
K. Henry. I ſaw him hold Lord Percy at the Point, 


With luſtier Maintenance than I did look bor 
Ol ſuch an ungrown Warrior. 


P. Henry. Oh this 307 | 5 

Lends Meitie to us all. ai. 
Manent Ring Henry. Enter Dowglas. 3 

Dow. Another King? they grow like Hydra's Heads: 


I am the Douglas fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thou 
That counterteit'ſt the Perſon of a King ? | 


K. Henry. The King himſelf, who, 8 8 8 piews 
| at Heart 
So many of his Shadows thou haſt 1 
And not the very King, I have two Boys 


Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the Field; 
But ſeeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily 


þ will aflay thee : So defend thy ſelf. Es 
Dow. I fear thou art another Counterfeit ; 


And yet in Faith thou bear thee like a King: 


But Mine I'm ſure thou art, who eder thou be, 

And thus I win thee. 
[They feht: the King being in Danger, 
Enter Prince Henry, 


P. Henry. Hold up thy Head, vile Scot, or thou art like 


Never to hoid it up again: The Spirits 
Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms: 


It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 


Who never promunth; but means to pay. 
[They fight, Dowgla geil. 


0 Chearly, my Lerd ; how fares your Grace? 
| or Nicholas Gaw/ay hath for Succour ſent, 


And fo hath C/i/ton:; I'll to Clifton ſtrait. 
K. Henry. Stay, and breathe a While. 


Thou halt redcem'd my loſt Opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my Life, 
In this fair Reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 


P. Henry. O Heav'n, they did me too much Injury, 
2 2 ever ſaid 1 e d for 088 Death. | 
I 


ä — — — .: — — 
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P. Henry. By Heav'n thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſter, - 
I did not think thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit: 


* 
— — 
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If it were fo, I might have let alone 5 Lie 

Th'inſulting Hand of Do: w2las over you, Ane 

Which would have been as ſpeedy in your End. | 1 

And all the pois' nous Potions in the World, ; III. 

And ſav'd the treach'rous Labour of your Son. Wi 

K. Henry, Make up to Ciiſton, Pl to Sir Nicholas A 

. Gawſey. 2 . LEA. But 

RES 18 1 

SENS òiU = Be: 

Enter Hot. ſpur. | 3 

Vos. If I miſtake not, thou art Far ry Monmouth. But 

P. Henry. Thou ſpealsed as if I would deny my Name, An 

Hot. My Name is Hari. Perq. | Fo 

P. Henry. Then J ſee | TY 1 

A very valiant Rebel of that Name. 5 3 

I am the Prince of Vales; and think not, Perq, FD 

To ſhare with me in Glory any more: Es 

Two Stars keep not their Motion in one Sphere, Ne 

Nor can one England brook a double Reiga, - 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince of alis. O, 

Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the Hour is come If 

To end the one of us; and would to Heaven D. 

Thy name in Arms were now as great as mine. | 13 

P. Hen. Vil make it greater eer I part from thee ; In 

And all the budd! ng Honoars on tay Crelt-: | 1 

III crop, to make a Garland for tt by Head, FR 

Hot. 1 can no longer brook thy Vanities. K 2 


| Euter Falit: ff. | 
Fal. Well ſaid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay, you f all find 
no Boys p ay here, I can tell vou. | 
Entcr Dou Tok glas, he fes ts 027% F: Iſtaff, che fail; Gn 


as if "be were dead. The Prince kills Percy. 


Hot. Oh Harry thou haſt robb'd me of my Youth: - "i 
J better brook the loſs of brittle Liſe, | by 
Than thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won of me; 1 
They wound BY: Thoughts worle than my Sword my i 38 

Fleih:-:--. | 4 


But Thoughts the Slave of Life, and Life time's Foo! : 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the World,, 
Muft have a top. O, I could propheſie, 
But chat the Earth *. and cold hand of Death, 


/ as 


15 


And Food for—— 
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Lies on my Tongue: No, Percy, thou art Duſt, | 
| „ 3 [Dies. 
P. Hen. Worms, brave Percy, Fare thee well! 
IILweav'd Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! | 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 


A Kingdom for it was to ſmall a Bound: 
But now two paces of the vileſt Earth _ 


Is room enough! This Earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive fo ſtout a Gentleman. ons 


If thou wert ſenſible of that Courteſy, - 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal, 
But let thy Favours hide thy mangled Face, 

And ev'n in thyBehalf, I'll thank myſelf 


For doing theſe fair rites of 'Tendernels. 


Adieu, and take thy Praiſe with thee to Heav'n, 


Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the Grave, 
But not remember'd in thy Epitaph. [He /ees Falſtaff, 
-----What! Old Acquaintance ! Could not all this Fleſh 


Keep in a little Life? Poor Fack, farewell. 


I could have better ſpar'd a better Man. 
O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 


If J were much in love with Vanity. 
Death hath not ſtruck fo fat a Deer to day, 
'Fho' many a dearer in this bloody Fray: 


Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, 


Till then, in Blood by noble Percy lie, (Exit. 


SCENE X. 
Falſaff r. 


Fal. Imbowell'd! If thou Imbowel me To-day, Tl 
give you leave to Powder me, and Eat me To-morrow * 
Sblood, *twas time to Counterfeit, or that hot Termagant 


Scot had paid me Scot and Lot too. Counterfeit ? I lye, 


I am no Counterfeit ; to die, is to be a Counterfeit, for he 


is but the Counterfeit of a Man, who hath not the Life 
ofa Man: But to counterfeit dying, when a Man thereby 


liveth, is to be no Counterfeit, but the true and perfect 


| Image of Lite indeed. The better part, of Valour is 


Diſcretion, in the which better part, I have ſaved my 
Life. I am afraid of this Gun-powder Percy, tho' he 


- 
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be dead, How it he ſhould' Counterfeit too, and riſe) f 
am afraid he would prove the better Counterfeit ; there. 
fore I'll make him ſure; yea, and [I'll ſwear J lillq 
him. Why may not he rife as well as I ? Nothing con- 
futes me but Eyes, and no Body fees me. Therefore, 
Sirrah, with a new Wound in your Thigh come you 
along with'me, (Takes Hot-ſpur on bis Back, 


S CE N E XI. 


Enter Prince Henry, and John of Lancaſter. 


P. Hen. Come Brother John, full bravely haſt the 


fleſht 
Thy maiden Sword: Bk 
Lan. But ſoft, whom have we here? 


Did you not tell me this fat Man was dead, 


P. Hen. I did, I ſaw him dead, | 
And breathleſs on the Ground: Art thou alive, 


Or is it Fancy plays upon our Eye-ſight? 
I pr'ythee ſpeak, we will not truſt our Eyes 


Without our Ears: Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. 
7 


Fal. No, that's certain; I am net a double Man; but 


if I am not Fack Faiftaf, then am la Fack : There 


is Percy, it your Father will do me any. Honour, fo; 
if not, let him kill the next Percy himſeif, I look either 


to be Earl or Duke, I can aſſure you. 


P. Hen. Why, Percy I killd myſelf, and faw thee 


r 


Fal. Didſt thcu? Lord, Lord, how the World is 


given to lying! I grant you I was down, and out of 


reath, and io was he; but we rote both at an Inſt: nt, 
and faught a long Hour by Shrew-5bzry Clock: If : 


may be believed, ſo; if not, let them that ſhould te. 


ward Valour bear the Sin upon their own Heads. III 


take't on my Death, I gave him this Wound in the 
Thigh; If the Man were alive, and would deny it, 


F would make him eat a piece of my Sword. | 
Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt Tale that e'er J heard. 
P. Hen. This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother 7%. 


Come, bring your Luggage nobly on you Back: 


For ray part, if a Lye may do thee grace, 


3 
Pi 


on. 
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TI gue it with the y Terms I have, | 
(4 Retreat 75 und. 
The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the Day is ours : 
Come Brother, lets to th' hi Sheſt of the Field, 
To ſee what F riends are living, who are dead. (F xeunt. 
Fal. I'll follow as they ſay, for Reward, He that 


ogy me, Reav'n Reward him, If I do grow great 


Flt grow leſ: for I'll purge, and leave Sack, and 


vie cleanly, as a noble Man ſhould do. 


[ Exit. 


SCENE XI. 


De Trumpets found: Enter King Henry, Prince «ef 


Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Weſtmor- 
land, wvizh Worceſter and Vernon Priſoners, 


E. Hen. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited Wor'/er, did we not ſend Grace, 


Pardon, and Terms of Love to all ot you? 
And would'tt thou turn our Offers contrary ? 


Miſuſe the Tenor of thy Kinſman's Truſt? 


Three Knights upon our Party ſtain To-day, 
A noble Earl, and many a Creature ele, 


Had been alive this Hour, 
If like a Chriſtian thou had ſt truly ha 
Betwixt our Armies true [ntelligence, 
Wor. What I have done, my faicty urg d me to, 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. | 
K. Hen, Bear I/orcefter to Death, and 7, eren too, 


| Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 


[Exeunt Worceſter and Vernon. 

How goes the Field? 

P. Henry. 'The gallant Scot, Lord Douglas, when he 

25 

The Fortune of the Day quite wad f om him, 
The noble Percy llain, and all his Men 
Upon the Foot of Fear, fled with the reſt; 
And falling from a Hill, he was ſo brui-'d 
Lhat the Purſuers ook him, 0 my Tent 


The 


{ 
j 
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The Dowglas i is, and I beſeech your Grace 

I may diſpoſe of him. FO | 

K. Henry, With all my Heart. | 

P. Henry. Then Brother John of Larcaſier, to you 
"This hoocurable Bounty ſhall belong: | 

Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 

Up to his Pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free - 
His Valour ſhewn upon our Creſts to-day, _ 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high Deeds, 

Ev'n in the Boſom of our Adverſaries. 

Lan. I thank your Grace for this high Courteſy, 
Which I ſhall give away immediately. | 
EK. Heary, Then this remains; ; that we de 0 our 

Power. 
You Son John, and my Couſin Wetmorland, 
'Tow'rds 7ork ſhall bend you, with your deareſt "peed, 
Jo meet Northumberland and Prelate Scroop, | 
Who, as we hear, are buſily in Arms. 
| Myſelf and my Son Harry will towards Water, 
| To fight with Glendower and the Earl of Marche. 
= Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his Sway, 
1M Meeting the check of ſuch another Day ; 
| And fince this Buſineſs fo far fair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won, 
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